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ABSTRACT
RACHEL LEAH DANIEL: The Creation of Socially Significant Theatre

The goal of this project was to examine socially significant theatre that
successfully entertains, interests, and motivates

the audience. In addition to studying

several examples of plays that are considered socially significant, I chose to undergo the
process of writing, directing, and producing a play dealing with a pertinent social issue
.I wanted this piece to I gathered the
in this case, the foster and adoptive care system
stories of foster children through interview and loosely adapted these stories into a oneact play, which I then cast,directed, and produced at The University of Mississippi,
the creation of socially significant
Through this process I discovered that the key to
theatre is to aid the audience in connecting with the central ideas of one’s piece through
synthesis of all elements-direction, design, and performance. This synthesis can be
achieved only with the collaboration of the director, actors, and designers, all of whom
must have a willingness to continue to reinvent, re-imagine, and revise the dramatic work
until the desired outcome is achieved.
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Chapter One: Theatre as a Conduit for Social Change

For my thesis, I chose to ask the question, “How does one create socially
significant theatre that both entertains and challenges the audience?” I chose to explore
this question by writing a play that dealt with a prevalent social issue, casting and
directing the play, and orchestrating the performance of the play at the University of
Mississippi. Before delving further into my process as well as the discoveries I made, it is
important to understand why I chose theatre as a conduit for social change.
While pamphlets with information and drives for donations can inspire people to
support a cause, art has the ability to resonate with individuals on a deeply personal level.
It is no accident that art-based benefits have been very successful in the past

for

example, Broadway Cares/Equity Fights AIDS, an organization that uses the talents and
skills of those in the theatre industry to raise money for essential services for people with
AIDS and other critical illnesses has raised over $175 million since 1988.(BC/EFA) The
Invisible Children movement brought to light the exact nature and severity of the
genocide in Uganda and its effect on the children who had to flee as well as those forced
to become soldiers. The Invisible Children movement was sparked with the release of a
documentary and raised over $7 million in the 2008 fiscal year alone. (Invisible Children,
Inc.)
Art forces us to look past ourselves and to see the humanity in those who are
hurting. It forces us to look at someone of a different age, race, gender, social or
1

economic status with empathy and realize that “that could easily be me”. This realizationthat each of us only escaped slavery, homelessness, prejudice, oppression, and
abandonment by sheer luck of birth and situation—this realization is what sparks
empathy, action, and change. Often this realization can be brought on by something as
simple as putting a face to a statistic, an individual’s story to a news headline-

this is

what theatre does.
The idea of using theatre to advocate social change is not a new concept. In 1879,
Norwegian playwright Henrik Ibsen introduced his controversial play, A Doll’s House,in
which the main character Nora leaves her controlling husband, Torvald. The act of a
woman walking out on her husband was so shocking at the time that Ibsen was asked to
write an alternate ending for German audiences in which Nora decides to stay with
Torvald for the sake of their children. In 1927, Oscar Hammerstein II and Jerome Kern
created the musical play Show Boat, which was the first musical to dramatize social
issues. This musical dealt with issues of miscegenation, racism, compulsive gambling,
spousal desertion, alcoholism, and bigotry—issues that had been previously considered
taboo for the Broadway stage. In 1991 and 1992, playwright Tony Kushner brought to
light the existence of homophobia, classism, fear mongering, and the prominence of the
AIDS crisis in our country in his two part play, Angels in America. In 2007, Steven
Sater’s rock musical adaptation of German playwright Frank Wedekind’s Spring
Awakening received eight Tony Awards, including best musical. Wedekind’s original
work was banned from the stage for over one hundred years because of its controversial
portrayal of teen sexuality, abortion, rape, child abuse, and suicide. The recent adaptation
of this play into a rock musical features these same themes—themes that were scandalous
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and relevant to audiences in Germany in the 1800s yet continue to incite heated debate
among critics, parents, and theatre-goers of all ages today. Says critic Charles Isherwood
of the New York Times, “In exploring the tortured inner lives of a handful of adolescents
in 19th-century Germany, this brave new musical, haunting and electrifying by turns,
restores the mystery, the thrill and quite a bit of the terror to that shattering
transformation that stirs in all our souls sometime around the age of 13, well before most
of us have the intellectual apparatus in place to analyze its impact.” (Isherwood)

I

wanted the play I wrote to have elements that were scandalous and relevant to audiences,
that sparked conversation and influences social change in a way similar to—albeit on a
smaller scale—splays such as A DoWs House, Show Boat, Angels in America and Spring
Awakening.
In writing my play, there were several works of dramatic literature that heavily
influenced my choices in writing style and content. These works include The Most
Massive Woman Wins by Madeleine George, The Exonerated by Jessica Blank and Erik
Jensen, and In Conflict by Douglas C. Wagner. These plays take a somewhat biographical
look at three very different issues, varying in theme and style, and stand out as daring and
creative looks at prevalent issues in our society.
Madeleine George’s play The Most Massive Woman Wins premiered in New York
City in 1994. This play takes place in
i a liposuction clinic waiting room where four
drastically different women wait to be changed into something “beautiful”. The play
features

movement based on various children’s games as well as rhymes and bits of

choreography inserted between monologues describing how each of the women came to
be at the clinic. The differences are immediately apparent in the characters— they range
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in age from 17 to 31, vary in size from average weight to severely obese, are from
different backgrounds and social statuses, and got where they are on profoundly different
paths. The playwright ties all of their stories together by finding the experiences and
feelings that are the same in each of their stories. Despite their differences, all of the
women experienced alienation, hatred, discrimination, and dehumanization on some level
from their peers and loved ones, beginning early in their childhood. One way this
commonality is depicted is through children’s games and rhymes—for example.
‘Cinderella dressed in yella went to the ball to meet her fella. On the way her girdle
busted—how many people were disgusted? One, two, three....” (George, 5) Madeleine
George also connected the women’s stories by writing lines that built off of one another,
creating unifying dialogue for characters that don’t even know each other. For example,
after all of the women chant the children’s rhyme,“Miss Suzy had a baby, she named her
Mary Lynn. She put her in the bathtub to see if she could swim. She drank up all the
water, she ate up all the soap—she tried to eat the bathtub, but it wouldn’t go down her
throat,”(George, 7)the lines that follow read:

“CARLY. It starts like a tidal wave under your feet and grows and grows until you forget
your name and the people you love and all you know is you have to eat.
CEL. You think if you dared to open your mouth all of creation would get sucked right
in.

SABINE. You think about eating alone in your bed, making love to a Twinkie, devouring
it desperately HUNGry for it.”(George,7)

4

In these lines of the play, the women connect based on a common feeling

an all-

consuming fear of the world and of oneself, and a desire to hide from that fear with food.
Throughout the rest of the play, the women’s stories connect on various levels without
any actual conversation between characters. When one woman is telling her story the
other three women will either pretend to be other characters in the story, such as the
woman’s husband or children, or they will rhythmically stamp, clap, or ruffle a magazine
to highlight dramatic moments in the story. Each woman tells her story through several
powerful monologues, explaining why she believes that sucking the fat out of her body
will make her problems go away. All of the women share this hope—that everything
dirty and ugly in their lives will become clean, beautiful, and perfect after the surgery.
This play’s strength lies in its honesty, variety of story, lack of stereotype, and
ability to create empathy and interest in the audience. The characters relive dozens of
deeply human emotions—rejection, fear, hope, betrayal, desire-

that enable audience

members who may never have struggled with body image to identify with the characters
anyway. The schoolyard scenes throughout the play depict childhood games, dreams, and
struggles that both tie together the four women’s stories and create identification and
empathy in the audience. The characters are realistic—a mixture of strength and
weakness, nature and nurture, circumstance and choice. One woman’s hatred for herself
is reinforced by her husband, another just wants to be taken seriously, a third is tired of
being the “warm and fuzzy friend” and dreams of being lusted for, and the fourth doesn’t
know how to show her daughter love and affection when she has no love for herself.
The weakness in this play lies in its lack of hope or real resolution—the play ends
with the women still in the clinic, awaiting their procedures. The audience has
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experienced the stories of the women from their childhoods to their decision to have
liposuction, but never finds out what the women are like post-op—Are they glad they had
the procedure? Are they miserable? Did they receive the love and acceptance they
desired? Did they all even go through with it? These were the questions I as an audience
member was left with, and though I can appreciate the playwright’s attempt to leave the
audience mulling over the implications of the women’s decisions, I would have liked just
a little more resolution. Journalist Bill Rodriguez of The Providence Phoenix says of the
play, “At less than 40 minutes, this play by Madeleine George doesn't overstay its
welcome. Considering that it's arguing at us all that time, that's surprising. And despite
the humorous tone of its title, this is a serious essay-in-action rather than the parade of
easy ironies you might expect...Plajwright George helps things out when one actor is
speaking by having the others act out or comment on the recollection being described:
"She's too fat for jump rope!" three children shrilly exclaim when one character is
detailing childhood embarrassments.” (Rodriguez) The themes of the play are harsh and
loud, but the audience easily accepts the message with the help of the action George
writes in for the characters who are not telling their stories. I wanted to use this mixture
of intense message and illustrative games to lighten the mood and keep the audience
interested in my own play.
The next play that I drew inspiration from is Jessica Blank and Eric Jensen’s play.
The Exonerated. The show was originally presented in Los Angeles in 2002 and is taken
entirely from case files and interviews with individuals who had been wrongfully
convicted, put on death row, and exonerated anywhere from two to twenty-two yeai*s
later. The playwrights interviewed forty individuals by phone and twenty in person.
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originally coming up with a script that featured the stories of twelve of these individuals.
They then decided that trying to focus on so many stories was leaving the audience
without an understanding of how such a mistake could happen—so they whittled the
script down to include only six stories and spent countless hours poring over court
transcripts and case files in order to fully represent the individuals in their play. The
result was the play The Exonerated—a powerful play that shows how we as humans are
so powerful yet so powerless, so wise yet so unjust.
The true power of this play is summarized in the playwrights’

Notes on the

Performance of the Play” that precedes the play itself. The playwrights make several
simple requests—that directors avoid overdramatizing or adding a concept to the show
(the examples given are electric chairs strewn across the stage or newspaper clippings
stapled to the back wall), that actors not over-emotionalize or overlook the humor, that
directors cast true to race, “because the death penalty itself is inextricably connected to
race,” and that all involved with the production trust the stories

It’s all in the words.

and in the stories.” Simplicity and honesty is what makes this play truly remarkable. Each
of the characters is profoundly different from the others—from a white former hippie and
organic farmer to a black seminary dropout, radical and poet—^but every character is real.
It would be easy for Blank and Jensen to have turned their docudrama into a
melodrama, asking characters to weep for the years they lost in prison, but instead the
audience watches the characters’ stories unfold just as they may have happened—the
incidents leading up to their arrest, the court case, their individual experience as an
innocent person in prison, and what it was like to be exonerated. This honesty and
straightforwardness helps the audience understand that false accusation could happen to

7

anyone, that anyone in that audience could be in the position of that ex-con—this
realization fosters empathy and interest in the characters. The playwrights aided in
developing this empathy in the way they chose to depict the individuals as they told their
stories. Instead of having these individuals perform their monologues in a jail cell, a court
room, or an interrogation room, the men and women tell their stories in the comfort of
their own homes, often in the presence of their spouses, who playfully interject and help
tell the story. This adds another layer of humanity to the characters.
Playwrights Blake and Jensen were faced with a similar difficulty as that of
Madeleine George: how to integrate several vastly different stories into one cohesive
play. In The Exonerated, the character named Delbert is responsible for much of this
integration. Delbert is one of the six characters that have been exonerated from death
row, and he is also is described as a seminary dropout, a radical, and a poet. He is the
only one of the characters who witnesses and comments on other peoples’ stories of
imprisonment and freedom, making unifying statements in the form of poetry. It is
striking that a man that has been through so much can write such beautiful, honest poetry,
and it is these words that are used to highlight the strength and humanity of the
exonerated characters. The playwrights also strove to find topical and emotional unity in
the various stories, much like George did with Most Massive Woman Wins. The
characters in The Exonerated were unified by their fear, their uncertainty, their
innocence, and their strength. They all had encounters with cops, with judges, with
lawyers and with other individuals who refused to listen, refused to believe their stories.
Though they were all set free, they all experience remnants of imprisonment—
realizations of more than a decade of their lives lost, inability to be hired, the discovery
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that no one ever trusts them fully again, even if the judge eventually found them not
guilty, and the realization that life’s mystery and unfairness may never truly end. As
Delbert says.
“This
is the place for thoughts that do not end in concreteness.
It is necessary to be curious
and dangerous to dwell here, to wonder why
and how and when is dangerous—
but that’s how we get out of this hole.
It is not easy to be a poet here.
Yet I sing.
We sing.”
The strength of this play, as mentioned before, is in its plain and simple honesty.
The stories are told without pomp and frill, without theatrical spectacle and dazzling plot
twists. The obvious truth of these stories stands out, striking the audience member as
identifiable and real—real-life tragedies that could have happened to anyone, not just the
Prince of Denmark or the King of Thebes. The strength and intrigue of the play also lie in
the characters—vastly different characters with their own dialects, backgrounds, levels of
education, and temperaments. Sometimes when one sees a play, all of the characters
speak with the voice and wit of the playwright, creating a dialogue that has little to do
with the audience’s everyday life. In contrast, the characters in The Exonerated speak
realistically, with imperfect grammar and regional slang. Though their stories all have the
same basic outline—mistaken arrest, wrongful conviction, term on death row, freedom—
the characters do not fall into the same basic patterns of dramatic storytelling followed by
woeful description of their conviction followed by joyous accounts of their freedom.
Instead, each of the characters’ different attitudes and personalities play into the telling of
their stories, keeping them fresh and different. The character “Sunny” tells her story with
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an overtone of old sadness, owing to the execution of her also wrongfully-convicted
husband, but ends her story with the assertion, “I’m planting my seeds everywhere I go.
so that they’ll say, ‘I once heard this woman, and she didn’t let them stop her, and she
didn’t get crushed’... that's my revenge. That’s my legacy, and my memorial.” The
character known as Kerry, though possessing a youthful and feisty personality, found his
freedom lacking in true hope and happiness, because his brother—who had always been
the “good kid” and had urged Kerry to watch out who he spent his time with, lest he get
into trouble one day—was killed while Kerry was in prison, shot in cold blood while
drunkenly joking around with some strangers at a bar. There is a residual sadness in
Kerry, accompanied by a desire to experience all that life has to offer, now that he is free
and his brother can no longer experience life.
This play has few weaknesses. Perhaps it may be difficult to keep the audience’s
attention with the play consisting of typical monologues and scenes, with only the
occasional bit of poetry to break up the story. However, the play is not too long, and with
solid acting should be able to hold the audience’s attention. The play does rely heavily on
the talent of the actors—as many plays do—to find these characters based on the words
of real people and play them honestly, finding their subtleties as characters and
understanding their attitudes toward life. As the playwrights said, the words and the
stories in this play speak for themselves, as long as the actors and directors allow it.
Critic Ben Brantley of The New York Times says of The Exonerated, “Yet
theatergoers for whom the adjective worthy is a signal to buy another round of tickets to
"Mamma Mia!" should reconsider. There is no reek of piety or creak of didacticism about
"The Exonerated," which has been directed with elegant spareness by Bob Balaban. It is.
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on its own terms, thoroughly involving theater, while reminding you that real life has a
way of coming up with resonant metaphors, grotesque ironies and cruel coincidences that
no dramatist would dare invent.” (Brantley) It is this honesty—reminding the audience
that “real life has a way of coming up with resonant metaphors...that no dramatist would
dare invent’

that I wanted to strive to find in my own play. I firmly believe that true life

can be more gripping, moving, and interesting than fiction, and I wanted to seek to find
this resonance in my own play, the way Blake and Jensen do in The Exonerated.
The final play that I examined while preparing to write my play was Douglas C.
Wagner’s 2007 docudrama. In Conflict. This play was based on Yvonne Latty’s book. In
Conflict: Iraq War Veterans Speak Out on Duty, Loss, and the Fight to Stay Alive.
Wagner met with Latty when looking to adapt her book, intrigued by Latty’s earnest
desire to capture on a simple, human level, the true experience of being in Iraq, then
coming home; and the relationship of those experiences to her (and our) preconceptions
about personal values of patriotism, service and what it means to be American.” Instead
of writing his script by sitting down with Latty’s book, Wagner decided that the best way
to remain true to the individuals in the book was to use Latty’s primary research—the
transcripts, tape and video recordings, and letters from the individuals she wrote about.
Wagner collected a team of actors, who immersed themselves in the voices of these
individuals. Through collaboration and workshops between Wagner, the actors, the
designers, student dramaturges, directing associates, faculty coaches and volunteer
military advisors, the play was written, revised, and staged. Wagner believed that, in
order to preserve the integrity of the individuals’ stories, they should be kept separate
from one another- ●so each story is told one at a time in the play-
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●with the exception of

introductions and quotes from each individual in the prologue and epilogue—and is
punctuated occasionally with recordings of Yvonne’s voice, often introducing the
characters and serving as a sort of Greek chorus, voicing the questions and discomfort
felt by the audience.
The strength of this play, as with the previous play, resides primarily in its
honesty. It is apparent that the stories in this play are absolutely true, taken from real
accounts, told by characters whose essences were carefully preserved. In the introduction.
Wagner stresses his desire to “capture the ‘song’ of the person in order to live in the
‘soul’ of the person.” This effort is instantly apparent. The characters are fully developed
in a matter of pages—they speak in their own voices and dialects of their different
experiences. The stories are so profoundly different that, as an audience member, it is
difficult to make many political judgments or to hold onto any former opinion of the war
in Iraq—one character speaks in anger of the absurdity of the war, another maintains the
necessity for more troops and supplies, one is a staunch Republican in support of George
Bush, another is a Democrat in horror at the political decisions made by Bush concerning
the war. The one opinion that resides throughout the play, is that no matter what one
thinks of the war, no matter how ridiculous or unnecessary it seems, the soldiers in Iraq
are our fellow human beings who deserve to be respected and cared for like any other
human being. It is this lack of agenda that makes this play so brilliant—neither Yvonne
nor Wagner sought to condemn or promote war, only to show the truth of the situation in
a way news channels would not, and at this they were immensely successful. The play
would be very interesting to watch as an audience member, as it asks for very intriguing,
abstract sets and video projections that illustrate the stories told by the characters. This
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may be slightly distracting, but it would probably make it easier to follow the stories
especially since this play is much longer than The Exonerated.
The weaknesses of this play may be in the length of the monologues and the large
number of characters with unique stones. As an audience member, it may be difficult to
pay attention to sixteen long monologues, even if there are video clips and interesting set
pieces. As a director, it would be interesting to see if the text and stage directions alone
made it captivating enough for the audience

it may make sense to add intriguing

blocking or other moments between monologues. Then again, the relevance and
interesting action of the stories may be enough to keep an audience’s attention for over
two hours.

Ben Brantley of The New York Times says, “As a fully integrated work dn
Conflict’ lacks the cohesiveness and imaginative brio of ‘Black Watch,’ the National
Theater of Scotland’s portrait of a Scottish regiment in Iraq...And cinematic montagestyle transition scenes are never quite as fluid as they need to be. Yet there’s a reason that
Tn Conflict’ won a Fringe First Award at the Edinburgh Festival Fringe this year.
Whenever a performer takes the stage to deliver

monologue, you feel inescapably

invested in what is said. The tight bond between actors and characters here enfolds the
audience too. The suggestion

and it is not necessarily a comfortable one

is that

we’re all in this together.’’ (Brantley) Because the play is delivered as a scries of
monologues, there is a disjointed nature to the play that I knew 1 wanted to avoid in when
writing my play. 1 did, however, want to incorporate into my play the bond between
actors, characters, and audience that Brantley identifies in Wagner’s In Conflict.
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All of these plays share an important common factor—honesty. The characters are
different in many ways, but all of their stories are connected through their common
humanity, their need for love, acceptance, purpose, and freedom. The stories are not
superhuman or contrived in any way, but are told simply, with various means of
intertwining the stories. Because I wanted to base my play off of true stories of
individuals, I carefully considered the setup of these three plays in the writing and
directing of my own play.

14

Chapter Two: An Overview of the Foster System

In 2001, my parents underwent a 30-hour training course as well as a series of
interviews, home-studies, and background checks in order to become foster parents. That
Christmas, we received a call from the Tennessee Department of Children’s Services
about four siblings, ages one to eight, who needed somewhere to stay for the holidays
until issues of placement were resolved. So far, no one was willing to take in all four
children, so unless my family agreed to do so, they would be split apart and sent to
different homes for the holidays. We agreed to take in the children, jumping head-first
into the world of foster care.
The children remained with my family for only three weeks. Those weeks were
extremely tasking

^bringing four young children into a home where there were already

four children made an already hectic Christmastime indescribably chaotic. However, we
learned in those few weeks that, with the help of the whole family, our home could be a
wonderfully healthy and safe place for abandoned children. At the end of three weeks, the
children went to live with a family member who could care for all of their needs, and my
family excitedly awaited our next placement.
The next placement my family received was a two-year-old boy who had been
abandoned nightly by a very young mother. The next few years were a messy process—
Josh’s mother was on parole and had been given the chance to attend parenting classes
and follow other steps that would allow her to regain custody of Josh. After a tiresome
15

series of events, including his mother’s refusal to attend classes, our social worker’s
failure to file paperwork documenting his mother’s behavior, and several judge-only
trials. Josh’s mother relinquished her parental rights. My family adopted Josh soon after.
Since that time, my family has fostered several other children, recently adopting
two brothers. From the beginning of my family’s participation in foster care, I have taken
an interest in foster care, the children in the system, the families and individuals who
foster children, and the legal system surrounding foster care.
Foster parenting—now known as “Resource parenting” as well—is intended to
remove children from unsafe home environments, place them in stable environments
while issues are sorted out and changes made, and hopefully place children back with
their biological families in under a year.(TDCS) Unfortunately, often this process takes
much longer than a year or the child’s biological family cannot gain enough stability to
maintain legal guardianship of the child, and the goal becomes to find permanency for the
child in another family member or adoptive family as soon as possible. Many children in
the foster system are victims of emotional and/or physical abuse, often resulting in
psychological, physical, and behavioral issues. The degree of these issues can be affected
by the level of stability and safety of environment in a child’s life—so the fewer
placements a child has to go through and the sooner a child can acquire permanency, the
more quickly a child can receive proper emotional and psychological care. (Child
Welfare Information Gateway)

In 2001, the federal class-action case Brian A. v.

Bredesen, filed against Tennessee by watchdog group Children’s Rights, resulted in a
settlement that aimed to overhaul Tennessee’s children’s welfare system. Since that time,
several improvements have been made. A report conducted in 2007 showed that 90% of
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foster children were placed with families, rather than in institutions, and foster children
were kept with their siblings in 85% of cases. (Children’s Rights) However, the
Tennessee foster system still faces many challenges. The same study showed that 52% of
children received two or more placements during their first six months of DCS custody.
with 18% experiencing three or more placements during that time. (Children's Rights) It
was also observed that only 53% of children received required visits by caseworkers
during their first eight weeks in DCS custody, and 18% of children experienced a change
in their caseworkers during their first six months in custody.(Children’s Rights)
As someone who had seen many children stuck in the foster system without
permanency for far too long, these figures were very discouraging for me. I began
brainstorming ways to positively influence the foster system, specifically in Tennessee.
Ultimately, what the department needs are government officials and social workers who
are organized, efficient, and whole-heartedly devoted to shaping a foster system that
places children in permanent homes—biological or adoptive—within a twelve month
period. However, on a smaller scale, the department needs more foster parents. In his
2003 speech on Tennessee Commission on Children and Youth, governor Bredesen noted
that on any given day there are approximately 10,000 children in state custody in need of
foster care, but only 3,500 foster homes. As a result, children are frequently shuffled from
home to home in an effort to place as many kids as quickly as possible. (Bredesen) In
February of 2010, Bredesen announced Tennessee’s Department of Children’s Services
accreditation from the Council on Accreditation. The state now has one of seven
accredited state administered agencies, and has shown encouraging improvements over
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the last decade in the areas of administration, ethical practice, financial management,case
management and others.(Bredesen) However, there remains a need for foster parents.
As I began talking about this issue with my peers and adults in my community
both in Nashville and Oxford, I began to realize that there is a lack of awareness about
the need for foster parents. In fact, though most individuals I spoke to had a decent
knowledge of adoption, few really understood what the foster system was, and even
fewer knew of the great need for foster families. I decided to take my knowledge of
theatre and its power for inspiring social change and apply it to the foster system’s need
for widespread awareness I had witnessed and write a play that would at provide
audiences with enough information about the system to spark their interest and perhaps
inspire individuals to one day look into becoming foster parents. I wanted to use the plays
discussed in the previous chapter as a model for my play, and therefore decided to use my
personal experience with the foster system as well as the stories of actual foster children
as the basis for my script. I will discuss the acquisition of these stories in chapter three.
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Chapter Three: Acquiring Stories Through Interview

In the fall of 2008, I began contacting representatives from the Tennessee
Department of Children’s Services, explaining that I was a student interested in writing a
play about foster care as part of my senior thesis, with all proceeds benefiting children in
foster care. I communicated with several lawyers, DCS workers, and social workers,
attempting to find individuals who would be willing to speak with me in person about
specific cases of foster children. I was finally referred to Nancy Woodall-Holmes,
President of the Tennessee Foster and Adoptive Care Association.
In the summer of 2009,1 met with Nancy to interview her about her experiences.
Nancy informed me that, not only was she president of TFACA, she had fostered over
four hundred children and adopted two. Nancy was not at all what I expected—I had
anticipated meeting a very formal businesswoman for whom foster and adoptive care was
merely her occupation, but instead met a woman driven solely by her compassion for
foster children. She told me that she had never even heard of foster care until she was a
young adult, but upon learning about it immediately began taking in as many children as
she could. She has several of her own children, but asserted that her adopted children and
the many children she has fostered are as much a part of her family as her own children.
Many young adults who spent time in Nancy’s home as children or teenagers still refer to
Nancy as “Mom” and visit her regularly. Her passion and love for all of these children
was obvious—it became clear that she holds her position as president of TFACA because
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few people could understand the plight of and desire happiness for foster children the
way that Nancy Woodal1-Holmes does. In that, her knowledge of the system and the
needs of foster children come not from formal education, but from compassion, wisdom.
and decades of experience.
I explained my project to Nancy, then asked that she not use any child’s real
name in the course of our interview, for the sake of maintaining the children’s privacy. I
then asked Nancy a series of questions about various elements of different foster
children’s stories—I didn’t ask her to tell me any child’s full story, ensuring that total
anonymity and privacy was maintained.
The first question I asked Nancy was, “What are some of the different reasons
children you have taken care of were put into the system?” She explained that, in the past,
the foster system was full of unruly children with parents who simply didn’t want to deal
with them. However, as the system became more proactive in locating children with
unsafe home lives, she saw increasing numbers of children who were in drug exposed
environments, physically and sexually abused girls, and most commonly, dependant
neglect.
I then asked Nancy,“What are some emotional problems you’ve seen in children
in the foster system.” Nancy said that she had seen a wide range of issues, with a couple
of common denominators. First, almost all of the children she had taken care of dealt
with severe identity issues and very low self-esteem, struggling with questions like,“why
doesn’t anyone want me?” and “what is wrong with me?” Second, all of the sexually
abused children she had cared for showed one of two signs of trauma in their teenage
years- -sexual promiscuity or severe antisocialism. Nancy explained that, without
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positive intervention, the cycle of abuse—especially sexual abuse

repeated itself. She

witnessed several sexually abused girls in the foster system become pregnant at a very
young age to abusive males, then quickly have their own children taken into slate
custody. Nancy also emphasized the fact that the goal of DCS should be to find
permanency for children as quickly as possible, explaining that “every placement change
sets a child back six months developmentally.” She then stated that foster parents must
also do their part in helping curb emotional and psychological issues in children placed in
their homes by investing as much time and effort in their personal growth as possible.
She said, “without investing in the children, you’re just warehousing them."
The next question I asked Nancy was, “Where did different children end up after
leaving your home?” Nancy explained that she had never allowed a child to be moved
from her home into another temporary home—she insisted on either seeing the child
through to reinstatement in their biological home or their adoption, or remaining the
child s temporary guardian until they turned eighteen. She saw an infant with fractures
and cigarette burns sent back to his mother, a sexually abused six-year-old girl sent back
to her father, youth who were in the system their whole childhood getting multiple
juvenile charges, and many youth slipping into patterns of delinquency and drug abuse.
On the positive side, many of the children who grew up in her home treat her as a parent,
maintaining frequent contact and leading average, content lives.
The final question I asked Nancy regarding children she had fostered was, “What
differences do you see in the way foster children function in groups, school, and difficult
situations, as opposed to children raised in their biological homes?” Nancy immediately
replied, “The children always feel disposable, no matter what you do.” She explained that
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no amount of love, support, and attention can keep a child away from the pain of being
given up by their birth parents, regardless of the situation. She commented that this
feeling of “disposability” was even more prominent among children who had been
shuffled between foster homes more than three times. As children, she saw that the
feelings of unworthiness translated into little hope for good grades and low views of their
physical appearance. As youth, she saw this feeling manifest itself in unstable
relationships and inability to identify with specific social groups—she never had a foster
child named “most likely to succeed” or “homecoming queen”. Every one of her older
foster children struggled in school—especially students who were moved a lot, because it
was always difficult to adjust to a new school system, and yet the faculty seldom saw the
importance of aiding the foster children in their transition into the new environment.
Children who were physically, verbally, emotionally, and sexually abused also had
tremendous amounts of trouble in school, especially because most of the schools didn’t
know about these incidents because of confidentiality issues, and therefore couldn’t offer
extra help and attention to abused students. On the other hand, she said that she’d found
that foster children often became more rounded adults that handle conflict and hardship
well.
I then asked Nancy to talk about her experience as president of Tennessee Foster
and Adoptive Care Association, specifically what she had seen in other foster homes. She
stated that she had seen a lot of foster parents who were in it for the money, taking the
salary that was supposed to be used to provide for the child’s needs and pocketing it,
refusing to buy the children new clothes or toys. She saw foster parents with cruel
methods

of

punishment

and

group

homes
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where

children

were

practically

institutionalized—prohibited from maldng personal decisions and afforded no recreation
or interaction with children outside of the group home. She insisted that the foster system
not only was in vast need of foster parents, but of kind and selfless foster parents whose
only aim was to care for children, working with the child’s biological family as much as
necessary, doing everything possible to find each and every child a safe and healthy
permanent home in as little time as possible.
Finally, I asked Nancy about other basic needs children in the foster system have.
She told me that children desperately needed belongings that made them feel valuable.
The Department of Children’s Services often doesn’t have enough bags for the children’s
belongings, so the children will be forced to place everything they own in trash bags to be
moved from one home to another. This, Nancy explained, can be very dehumanizing for
a child. There is also a need for basic human needs, such as toiletries and school supplies,
as well as scrapbooks, journals, calling cards, and disposable cameras

anything to help

children understand that their experiences are just as important and valuable as those of
any other child. I decided that 1 would use any proceeds from the performances of my
play to go toward filling some of the.se needs.
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Chapter Four: The Writing Process

After interviewing Nancy Woodall-Holmes in June 2009, I began writing my
play. I took Nancy’s statement that “the children always feel disposable, no matter what
you do,” and decided to try to convey this idea throughout the play, which I eventually
entitled. Disposable. I decided that I wanted the play to be formed somewhat like a
Docudrama, like the play hi Conflict. However,in addition to telling the stories of several
foster children, 1 wanted to add elements in the script that would contrast the lives of
those children with the lives of children who are raised by their biological parents. My
goal was to create a piece of theatre that not only informed the audience about foster care,
but helped each audience member realize, “that could have been me.”
In order to help the characters resonate with the audience, I had to create
characters that were developed and inspired empathy in the course of the one-act play. I
decided to do this by structuring the play as a series of monologues performed by each of
the children broken up by children’s games, rhymes, songs, and stories. I created six
characters, each with their own monologue. Two of the characters’ stories were based off
of two of my brothers’ stories, and the other four stories were amalgamations of the many
stories Nancy told me. The children’s names were all changed, with the exception of my
brother Damien. I received permission from Damien as well as our parents (since he is a
minor) to use his story and name, because I wanted to do something special with his
story. While writing the play over the summer, I sat down with Damien, my computer.
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and a recording device, and asked Damien questions about what it was like living with
his parents, his uncle, a foster home, and finally to our home where he was adopted. After
we talked for a while I asked him just to tell the story of his life so far while I recorded
him. I used that recording as the character Damien’s monologue (adding another
monologue for that character much later in the process) to open the show. I wanted to
show the audience that these characters were based off of the stories of real children, and
I thought that opening with the voice of a child telling his own story was the best way to
segue into the rest of the play.
In addition to each character’s monologue, several characters read from Anne of
Green Gables and A Little Princess. I wanted to include passages from these stories as a
way to relate the lives of foster children to the fictional tales that other children are told
by their biological parents. In choosing which children’s stories to use in my play, there
were several key factors I was looking for: familiarity of the stories, applicability to the
overall theme/concept of my play, and ease of obtaining the rights to the stories I chose.
In order to ensure familiarity of the stories with at least a majority of audience members,
I decided to select stories that were at least fifty years old but were still well known. I
looked through children’s classics such as Johanna Spiri’s Heidi, George MacDonald’s
The Princess and the Goblin, Frances Hodgson Burnett’s The Secret Garden and Little
Lord Fauntleroy, and C.S. Lewis’ The Lion, The Witch and the Wardrobe, among many
others. I searched in each of these novels for passages that dealt with children feeling
alone, afraid, or “disposable”. I finally found passages in Lucy Maud Montgomery’s
Anne of Green Gables and Frances Hodgson Burnett’s A Little Princess, stories that my
friends and I (as well as my parents) were read as children, that feature orphaned girls
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who experience many of the same hopes, fears, and feelings that the foster children in my
play experienced.
After selecting these children’s novels, I had to research legal issues surrounding
the use of exactly quoted passages from these stories in my play. In researching both of
these books, I discovered that both were considered “public domain,' because their
copyrights have expired. According to the 1998 Sonny Bono Act regarding copyright,
copyright on literature expires either 95 years from its first publication, 120 years from its
creation, or 70 years after the author’s death, whichever comes first. (Copyright 302.C)
The book A Little Princess was published in 1903 and Anne of Green Gables was
published in 1908, and the authors of these two novels died in 1924 and 1942,
respectively. Burnett’s A Little Princess was released into public domain in 1994, 70
years after her death, while Montgomery’s Anne of Green Gables was released in 2003,
95 years after its first publication. (Project Gutenberg) Since both of these literary works
are public domain, I could use portions of their stories in my play without paying any
royalties. I did state at the beginning of the play and in the program distributed at the
performances that portions of the script were direct quotations from these two works.
I also decided to look for royalty-free songs that I could use in my play to help
transition between monologues, stories, and children’s games. The Sonny Bono
Copyright Term Extension Act states that all songs registered before 1923 were protected
under copyright law for 75 years (the copyright term before the 1998 act), songs
registered between 1923 and 1978 are released into public domain after 95 years from the
date copyright was secured, and songs registered after 1978 are released 70 years after
the death of the longest surviving author. (Copyright 301.-303.) I searched through an
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online database of royalty free songs to find two songs that 1 thought would convey
meaning and assist in creating empathy for the characters in my play. The songs Swing
Low Sweet Chariot and Lavender Blue were created in 1872 and 1750, respectively, and
have therefore been royalty-free for well over sixty years. I chose these songs to integrate
into my script.
The final element I added to my play was a typical “mommy loves me”-themed
children’s story that I wrote, hoping to create something similar to the type of story many
children’s mothers read as bedtime stories. I wanted to contrast this story with the stories
of the foster children in my play—particularly Jake, whose mother abandoned him at a
very early age. I took the separate elements I had written and collected—the monologues
based on tme stories, snippets from classic children’s novels, portions of songs, typical
recitations performed by children in school, and children’s games

and experimented

with organizing these elements in a way that successfully told each story, created smooth
transitions, sparked the audience’s interest and helped audience members identify with as
well as feel compassion for the characters. First, second, and final drafts of my play.
Disposable^ can be found in the appendices.

27

Chapter Five: Casting Disposable

After writing my one-act play, Disposable, the next order of business was to cast
the play. I used the Ole Miss Theatre Department’s “Fall 2009 Cattle Call” auditionwhich is a general audition mandatory for all BFA Acting and Musical Theatre Majors
and recommended to BA Theatre Majors as well—as my preliminary audition circuit. I
watched all of the students audition, writing down the names of any students who I
thought could embody a child’s playful spirit onstage, as well as assume the depth of the
roles. I also listened for and made notes of individuals who had pleasant singing voices,
since my play did require a small amount of singing. From that audition, I called back
about twenty students.
I set up an audition the following week for the students I called-back. I had each
student fill out a conflict and contact sheet (a copy of which is included in the
appendices), and gave each of the actors one or two short segments of monologues from
the play, as well as a segment of one of the readings from Anne of Green Gables. I asked
everyone to read the monologue with as much honesty as possible, thinking of the
character as someone their age merely reflecting on their childhood. I told them that the
exact personalities of each character would be determined by the actor, so they could
bring whatever personality into their audition that they chose. Contrastingly, I asked
everyone to read the novel segment very playfully, as a child would recite the story to
their best friend. I used these readings to watch for the qualities that would make the play
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come to life the way I had envisioned. I also had to consider the availability and conflicts
of the actors, as well as what it would be like to work with each of the actors

for

example, their willingness to be directed, agreeableness, and overall attitude toward the
play.
After about an hour of auditions, including several actors reading for a second
time or reading different monologues than the ones I originally assigned them, I had
assembled a cast of six individuals and one understudy, all of which I believed had the
ability to bring the characters in Disposable to life as well as bring a childlike spirit to the
games and stories throughout the play. The character Damien would be played by
Christian Green, a freshman Theatre Performance Major, who stood out in the auditions
for his vivacious energy onstage. The character Jake would be played by Mackenzy
Cade, a senior BFA Musical Theatre Major, who I noted brought both sassiness and
honesty to the monologue he read and knew very well how to “play” onstage. Cody
would be played by Bryce Slocumb, a freshman Theatre Performance Major, whose
childlike reading of Anne of Green Gables stood out the most to me of all of the
auditions. Jo would be played by Kelly Barker, a freshman Theatre Performance Major,
who brought a fearlessness and strength to the monologue she read that I believed would
really bring her character to life onstage. The character Amanda would be played by
Savannah Sirkel, a freshman Theatre Performance Major, who I noted was very honest
and childlike in her delivery, as well as extremely easy to direct—I gave her one note
about something to change in the way she was reading, and she adopted that change
immediately with a very positive attitude. Finally, the character Elbe would be played by
Anna Donnell, a Junior BFA Acting Major who brought a depth and honesty to what I
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believed was the most difficult, poignant monologue in the show. I also cast Melissa
McFeeters as the Understudy, believing her to be hardworking, diligent, and talented
enough to take on a role if something were to happen to any of my other actors.
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Chapter Six: Direction Technique and Rehearsal Process

After casting Disposable, we began rehearsals immediately. As a director, I had to
formulate a clear concept for the production that would unify the text, characters, action.
blocking, set design, lighting, and costumes, then take measures to ensure that the
concept was consistent and present throughout the play.
When developing a concept for the production, I went back to what 1 originally
wanted to communicate through the play. I knew that my ultimate goal was to compare
and contrast the lives of foster children and children raised in their biological homes,
hopefully instilling upon the audience compassion for the children in these stories. I
believe that one often feels compassion when one realizes that the individual or group in
question is not much different from oneself. I wanted to depict within this play glimpses
of the lives of both foster children and children raised in their biological homes. From
this desire came my concept— the juxtaposition of the idyllic childhood and the stories of
foster children who never really had a childhood at all.
In writing the play, I had incorporated children’s stories, rhymes, and games as a
way to simply contrast the monologues and segue between them. As 1 focused instead on
using those stories, rhymes, and games to paint a picture of the ideal childhood, the
monologues began to stand out for their honesty. The first step I took in assuring that this
concept was communicated was to decide that each actor was really playing two
characters—a child whose days were worry-free and full of imagination, love, and
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attention, and a young adult examining the reality of his or her own childhood. I
instructed the actors to develop two very distinct physicalities for the child and the young
adult, and to be able to snap between the two instantly. I also decided that there should be
a progression in these children from the beginning of the play to the end—in the
beginning, the children would listen to stories and tell their own imaginative stories in a
manner as young, carefree, and joyful as possible. When a character delivered a
monologue, only that character would be older and pensive, the other actors would
remain childlike and would either listen with pure curiosity or would remain still and
absorbed in their own imaginations. As the play progressed, the children grew in their
understanding of the world, listening to the monologues with a distinct sadness, listening
to the readings of children’s stories with a longing—as if they were gleaning hope from
the stories, singing with an air of reflection on the words of the songs. I found that, by
adding this gradual onset of awareness and depth to the children, the idyllic and realistic
worlds became slowly blended together, highlighting the fact that every child longs for
love, joy, and acceptance, and that it is that longing that leaves foster children feeling
“disposable”.
In order to elaborate on the rehearsal process for Disposable, I will include here
the rehearsal log I kept while directing the show.
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Disposable Rehearsal Journal

8/26/09
Today I had the first rehearsal with my cast. We sat in a circle and read the
script—I played the recordings for them that would be used at the beginning and end of
the show, as well as the versions of the songs (“Lavender’s Blue” and “Swing Low,
Sweet Chariot”)they would be learning. My goal was to hear the way the show sounded
(most playwrights do this before ever casting their show, but I didn’t have a chance
because of time) as well as get the cast members excited about the project. I explained
my ideas and concepts to them, as well as a little bit of my process in creating the play.
We also created a rehearsal schedule for the next week- since Rush is coming up in a
couple weeks and rehearsals for The Madwoman of Chaillot are starting soon, I want to
get in as much rehearsal as possible this week and next, but I did want to clear that much
rehearsal with my actors first. The reading itself went very well

I’m very excited with

my cast, and I also decided to add a live monologue for Damien (in addition to the
recorded excerpts at the beginning and end of the play) to help the play resolve less
abruptly. Our next rehearsal is Monday, and I can’t wait to get the play on its feet!

8/31/09
This evening we had rehearsal from 6:30pm- 8pm. I went through and blocked the
whole show in the first hour. This consisted of making stage pictures for each of the
monologues and readings and working transitions between them. I only loosely blocked
the hand games, songs, and children’s stories, because I set up a rehearsal for this
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Thursday from 6:30-7:30 to specifically work all of the sections where the whole group is
involved. I did block where the actors should begin and end each of those segments.
After blocking the show, we walked through the blocking from beginning to end once,
fixing rough spots as we went. I focused on keeping the stage pictures interesting and
ensuring that the audience’s focus would be drawn to the right place at the right time. I
also gave Christian the monologue I wrote over the weekend for him for the end of the
show. We have rehearsals tomorrow and Wednesday broken up into half hour segments
to work each monologue on its own.

9/1/09
Tonight I had half hour rehearsals with Kelly, Bryce, Savannah, and Mackenzy on
their monologues. Each rehearsal was private—the actor and I only— and each was
different, specific to the actors’ experience and needs. With Kelly (playing the character
Jo), I worked with her on her honesty and objectives with the monologue. I talked with
her about what the monologue meant to her, who she thought the character was, my
thoughts on who the character was, and who the character was talking to. She made great
progress within the short rehearsal, and I asked her to keep working on who she was
speaking to and who this character was—specifically, who she was as a child and who
she has since become.
With Bryce I mainly focused on his voice. He is great at being honest with is
monologue, but whenever he begins acting he puts on an

actor voice” that is very

different from his natural speaking voice. This isn’t surprising, since he is freshman and
the distinct “actor voice’’ is often a sign of a more inexperienced actor. I had him
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paraphrase the monologue to me as if he, Bryce, were speaking to a friend about his day
rather than delivering the monologue. I had him do this several times, then had him speak
the monologue in the exact same conversational voice. I asked him to keep working with
this exercise, as well as to figure out who he is talking to instead of just thinking of
speaking to “the audience” which I thought should help with his generalized vocal habits
when acting.
Savannah is very naturally honest with her monologue, but she was delivering the
monologue without any development or levels. I worked with her on determining her
objectives for the monologue and trying to achieve those objectives using various tactics.
I had my stage manager, Melissa, come in, and I had Savannah act as if Melissa was a
friend she was speaking to. I told her to think of what she wanted from Melissa, then
paraphrase her monologue while physically trying to get that from her. When she wasn’t
getting what she wanted, I had her change tactics. She ended up chasing Melissa around
the room, running away from Melissa, laughing at her, crying to her and much more. I
then had her speak her monologue with her objective and tactics in mind—suddenly the
monologue had levels and depth. I told her to keep working on this exercise on her own.
Since Mackenzy is a senior and has much more actor training than the other three
I worked with tonight, I didn’t have to work with him on his monologue as much as the
others. We discussed the character, specifically the fact that his character is based on one
of my brothers. I told him who my brother was and the specifics of his story. I asked him
about his ideas for the character, and asked him to think about what Jake’s attitude is
toward his own childhood. I also asked him to consider who he might be speaking to with
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this monologue as well as a distinct physicality so that the monologue had specificity and
direction.

9/2/09
This evening I worked with both Anna and Christian on their monologues for a
half an hour each. Anna, like Mackenzy, has more training than most of the other actors.
so we didn’t have to do too much in depth work on objectives, tactics, or her voice. Her
monologue (the Ellie monologue) is the heaviest of the monologues, so we worked on
finding an honest delivery of the monologue that had the right amount of emotion for a
young woman recounting something that happened to her ten years ago. I told her to
work on who she was speaking to as well as the pace of the monologue—she was pausing
after the end of each sentence, and I asked her to find the natural pauses but to let the rest
of the monologue flow out as if she had thought through this story hundreds of times
since it happened.
I had to work with Christian on the same thing I worked with Bryce. Christian
also gets a distinct “actor voice” when he is onstage. I went through the same exercises
with him as with Bryce, having him paraphrase his monologue in a conversational voice,
then apply that voice to the actual words of the monologue. We did this several times,
told him to practice this daily, as well as determine who he is speaking to in this
monologue. I love Christian’s energy, I just hope that he can speak this monologue in a
way that is natural and honest.
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9/3/09
Tonight we worked from 6:30-7:30 on the book readings, songs, games, and
children’s story. I asked the actors to develop specific “child” physicalities separate from
their young adult character physicalities. I had the actors play around with the games and
the story without giving them any blocking. After playing with the movement for a while,
I set the blocking by simply tweaking some of the things they were doing. I blocked the
songs and book readings, focusing on stage pictures and center of focus, and worked the
transitions in and out of these segments. At 7:30, we ran the shows, incorporating the
work we did Tuesday and Wednesday on monologues as well as the work on the group
segments we did tonight. The show is still not transitioning smoothly-

if this doesn’t

improve as the actors get off-book, I will have to adjust some of the blocking. I cancelled
rehearsal for tomorrow since we have gotten so much done this week, but asked that the
actors be off-book for at least their monologues by Wednesday’s rehearsal (we’re off
Monday for Labor Day). I also asked that they begin practicing the prepositions they are
supposed to recite every night so that they will eventually have them down cold.

9/09/09
Tonight from 6:30-8:00pm we worked the first half of the show meticulously,
focusing on perfecting transitions and blocking. I decided to change the blocking during
the readings. I originally had all of the characters facing upstage whenever someone else
was reading, but I decided to have them listening to the reader as children, with varying
levels of interest. I want their interest in the stories to build throughout the show, hitting
maximum interest with the final reading from A Little Princess—the particular reading
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offers hope and solution to the loneliness an orphan/foster child faces, and I wanted that
hope to be reflected in the blocking, so I have the characters listening eagerly and even
moving toward her as the story progresses. We spent a lot of time working the children’s
story as well. Each character speaks one line at a time and either acts out the line or
speaks it enthusiastically as if they were a child relaying their favorite story to a friend.
What kept happening was that one character would speak and move with high and
expressive energy, then would freeze until his next line. We worked on having the
children listen to each other and try to “one-up” the person before them. This gave the
story more energy and the actors permission to have more fim with it.

9/14/09
Tonight from 6:30pm-8pm we worked the second half of the show in depth,
stopping frequently to adjust minor blocking issues and work transitions. We worked
specifically on the monologues and what the other characters were doing during each
others’ monologues. Originally I wanted them to freeze during all of the monologues,
each in their own individual worlds, but I decided that I would like the blocking during
the monologues to build throughout the show. I had them freeze during the first
monologue in their own worlds, but as the show progressed had them freeze in
increasingly “group-oriented” pictures, until the last monologue, where the characters
silently listen to the monologue, humming “Swing Low, Sweet Chariot”. I also worked
with the actors on aging their characters physically throughout the show, until they were
the young adult versions of their characters by the time they were listening to the Ellie
monologue. After working this part of the show, we ran it once for blocking retention.
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9/16/09
Tonight we ran the show twice. I corrected blocking throughout the show, trying
to focus on the overall arc of the show and what the show was communicating. 1 decided
to cut down the amount of prepositions the actors had to memorize and cut down on the
number of multiplication tables they needed to recite. I am happy with the way the show
is progressing, but I can’t tell anything too concrete about the show as long as the actors
are still on book, so I asked that they be totally off-book by our next rehearsal

which is

not until 9/28 because of Rush and the freshman needing to crew the show Bluesfor an
Alabama Sky

9/18/09
Tonight we had a music rehearsal from 5:30pm-6:30pm. We worked music for
“Lavender’s Blue” and “Swing Low, Sweet Chariot”. We worked the progression of the
songs, harmonies, words, and who would sing which parts of the songs. I decided to have
“Swing Low,Sweet Chariot” build by adding one actor’s voice at a time, beginning with
Anna. After having the actors sing through each of the songs until they did so without
error, I added the blocking to the song to make sure they could continue to maintain the
melody and harmonies while moving. I had them practice that several times, then
dismissed

them,

asking

that

they

be
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completely

off-book

by

9/28.

9/28/09
Tonight was our first night off-book, and we ran the show twice, focusing on
getting through the blocking and lines off-book. I allowed the actor to call for lineMelissa was on-book for them—^but made notes of the mistakes so that the actors could
study them. I reminded them of blocking whenever they forgot, since we haven’t done
the show in a week, and otherwise didn’t stop the actors at all,just let them get through it.
Wednesday I want to work the show through, making sure that the characters are
relatable, the transitions smooth, and the sections where the actors are playing children
ai*e high energy and even nostalgic.

9/30/09
Tonight from 5-7pm we worked the specifics of the show. We only did the show
once—I stopped during every section to make sure the intention I had for the show was
there. I fine tuned the character voices, physicalities, and objectives during the
monologues. I was a little frustrated by both Christian and Kelly, who were reverting to
some of their original bad habits instead of focusing on the things we worked on during
their one-on-one rehearsals. Christian specifically has reverted back to his “actor voice”
and I haven’t been able to get him back to the conversational voice he had achieved in the
beginning of the rehearsal process. We worked the differences between the young adult
characters and child characters, and worked on the energy of the whole show. I feel like
we made great strides getting the show to a performance-ready place.
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10/4/09
We haven’t been able to rehearse since Wednesday because some of the freshmen
are crewing Blues for an Alabama Sky, so we had a rehearsal today (Sunday) from 78:30. We ran the show twice without me stopping them. I took notes and gave them after
each run. Most of my notes were very picky and had to do with visibility, energy.
specificity and other nit-picky issues. The actors finally know their prepositions and are
making fewer and fewer line and blocking mistakes, which is refreshing. The energy was
a little down, but I think that’s because it’s a Sunday. I hope that, the closer we get to the
performance, energy levels and comfort with the show will increase.

10/6/09
After tonight, we have one rehearsal left until the show! I am very pleased with
the state of the show. In hindsight, there are some things I would do differently,
especially if I wanted to direct the show on a professional level, but I am very happy with
where it is right now. We ran the show once tonight and I gave minor notes

a few minor

facing changes and few notes on issues that hadn’t occurred until tonight—then I let them
go. They know the show very well and I don’t want to burn them out before the
performance this weekend. We talked about specific costumes and asked them to come in
costume Wednesday (all various street clothes belonging to the actors. I wanted solid.
muted colors to reflect the ordinary nature of the characters and somewhat bleak
undertones of the show).
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10/8/09
Tonight we had a dress run with the lights—all white—and after the run I made
some small adjustments to position to make sure all characters were lit whenever they
needed to be. After I made the adjustments, we ran the show one more time and I didn’t
give any notes—I feel like it is ready for performance and giving notes the rehearsal
before a performance is merely a distraction. I’m so excited to hand the show over to the
actors and watch them perform for an audience Sunday!

10/11/09

Performances I
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Chapter Seven: Final Production Details

The final details involved in putting on this production were the procurement of a
performance space, set design and lighting, and advertising.
I began my search for a performance space in the spring of 2009. I considered offcampus spaces such as The Powerhouse, more a-typical spaces such as the basement in
Isom Hall, an outdoor playground, or someone’s home, and on-campus theatre spaces
such as Fulton Chapel, the Johnson Commons Ballroom, and Meek Auditorium. The key
factor that helped narrow my search was money—I decided that I did not want to incur
any expenses with this production, because I did not want to have to charge admission. I
also decided that I did not want to use a larger space like Fulton Chapel because of the
small, intimate nature of the show, nor did I want to use an “on location’’ space such as a
playground, because I wanted to maintain the abstract quality of the play. My original
choice was to perform the play in Meek Auditorium, but as we rehearsed in a studio in
Isom Hall, getting ready to move into Meek as soon as there was no longer another show
using the space, I realized that I really liked the intimacy of the studio as well as the
“clean slate” it gave the play. As a result, I decided that the play should be performed in
the studio.
I went through many ideas for the set and how to use the set to enhance the play
and add to the overall concept. I originally wanted to bring in old playground pieces for
the actors to play on when they represented children and just ignore as young adults.
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Once I decided to use the studio in Isom Hall as a performance space as a clean slate on
which to present my play, I decided to treat the set the same way. I used black boxes of
various sizes and shapes as the set, giving me the ability to have the actors play and climb
on them as children as if the boxes were pieces of a jungle gym, as well as have the actors
stand, sit, or recline on them as young adults as if they were merely furniture. I set up
dark blue curtains on either side of the space in which the play occurred, drawing the
focus into the center of the space so that the audience’s attention wouldn’t wander to the
windows and mirrors surrounding the performance space. I set up chairs for the audience
on one side of the room only, giving the black box space more of a proscenium theatre
setup than a thrust or theatre in the round setup. I used the stage lights that were already
set up in the theatre, lighting the set with white light only. I hooked the lights up to a
dimmer board and wrote cues for my Stage Manager (who also ended up running the
lights) so that I could draw focus to certain individuals at certain times. Once I added the
lights, I had to adjust a little bit of my blocking so that actors could always be seen and so
that actors were well-lit, especially when giving monologues or reading from books.
I set the performance date as October ll‘*’ and decided to do two performances
that day since the show was short and the room could only seat roughly thirty-five
people. I designed posters for the show, using a black and white picture of one of my
brothers with the title. Disposable stamped in red across his picture. I included time,
place, and admission (free) on the posters, had them printed in color, and posted them
around campus. I also advertised through word-of-mouth, email, and facebook.
On the day of the performances, I arrived early to set up the space with help from
my Stage Manager, a few of the actors, and a couple friends. When the actors arrived, I
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let them know that I was so happy with the work they had done and that the show was
theirs now. I borrowed video recording equipment from the department to record the
performances. I had a few volunteers hand out programs I had created and printed and put
out a basket for donations. Finally, I made announcements at the beginning of the show
about the nature of my project, the help I had, especially from Nancy Woodall-Holmes,
and the fact that I would be placing out a basket for donations, all of which would go
toward meeting the needs of foster children. I then left the performance up to the actors
and watched as my creation came to life.
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Chapter Eight: Conclusions

Overall, I was extremely pleased with the way my play turned out. I received over
fifty dollars in donations, which I used to purchase several inexpensive backpacks,
disposable cameras, journals, and basic toiletries that I then donated to the Tennessee
Department of Children’s Services. I also received a lot of positive feedback from my
professors and peers who saw the show—many even informed me that I had inspired
them to continue learning about the foster system and what they could do to help children
in the system. As it was my first time writing a play and first time directing an entire
show, I recognize that there are many areas for growth and improvement, especially if I
ever wanted to try to have Disposable published or performed in another theatre.
In hindsight—especially after taking a class in playwriting—there are several
changes I would make to the script before staging it again or trying to be published. First,
I would work harder to create distinct voices for each of the characters. I could have done
a better job giving each of the characters his or her own specific vocabulary, speaking
pattern, use of slang and abbreviation, and even written-in dialects. Toward the end of the
rehearsal and performance process, I began realizing that, besides the actors’ varied
voices and speech patterns, the characters all spoke very similarly. I owe this defect
mostly to my own inexperience, because until the playwriting class I took after the
completion of this process, I didn’t really understand how to differentiate between
characters’ voice and speech choices. The next change I would make would be to extend
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the length of the show. Specifically, I would like to experiment with further developing
the idea of watching the children grow from the beginning of the show to the end,
possibly adding in dialogue for the children separate from the character monologues, as
well as adding more scenes that show the children in school, playing games, forming
relationships with one another, finding their own independence, and so on. The final
change I know I would make in the script before staging the show again would be to
change Damien’s name. I received permission to use his name from our parents, but if I
were going to have the play published I would rather change his name to further protect
his privacy.
If I were to direct the show again, I would want to play around with different
ways to stage the show. I would like to experiment with more abstract sets, such as the
playground equipment. I would also like to experiment with different games, activities,
and scenes that could take place behind the monologues, because I often felt that the
audience may have been unable to focus during the entirety of some of the longer
monologues. Finally, I would continue to push for more energy and more contrast
between the “children” and the “young adults”, as well as a clear movement from
innocence to awareness in the children.
More than anything, I have learned through this project that the creation of theatre
is a long process that requires many revisions of the script, collaboration between the
writer, director, actors and designers, and a willingness to constantly imagine new ways
to communicate ideas through the art form.
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First Draft of Disposable
Title: Disposable
Cast: 3m, 3f

Character list- (For now)- Damien, Jake, Bennett, Jo, Tamara, Ellie
Each actor plays afoster child and a “normal” child. Normal children may or may not
be played with childlike qualities- especially appropriate when playing games. Foster
children can have characters but not too young- preferably no distinct age.
Open in darkness. Silhouetted actors- 5face upstage, Damien faces downstage.
Recorded child's voice (Damien)plays
Child's voice: [Insert recording “script”]
Actor playing Damien speaks with recording:
Damien: [Insert last sentence of recording]

Damien: Damien- in the foster system for 4 years

As actors speak they turn andface downstage.
Damien & Jake in unison- Adopted.

Jake: Jake- 2 years
Jo: Jo- 4 years
Jo and Tamara in unison- Forgotten

Tamara: Tamara- 6 years
Bennett: Bennett- 7 years; Warehoused
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Ellie: Ellie- 1 year; Condemned.
Loud knock or doorbell ring offstage. Children all look sharply in the direction ofsound,
then resignedly put belongings in black garbage sacks and walk slowly to new positions
on stage. At the sound o/Tamara's voice, allfreeze.
Tamara: “T suppose you are Mr. Matthew Cuthbert of Green Gables?’ she said in a
peculiarly clear, sweet voice. T’m very glad to see you. I was beginning to be afraid you
weren’t coming for me and I was imagining all the things that might have happened to
prevent you. I had made up my mind that if you didn’t come for me tonight F’d go down
the track to that big wild cherry tree at the bend, and climb up into it to stay all night. I
wouldn’t be a bit afraid, and it would be lovely to sleep ina a wild cherry tree all white
with bloom in the moonshine, don’t you think? You could imagine you were dwelling in
marble halls, couldn’t you? And I was quite sure you would come for me in the morning,
if you didn’t tonight. Oh,I’m very glad you’ce come,even if it would have been nice to
sleep in a wild cherry tree. We’ve got to drive a long piece, haven’t we? Mrs. Spencer
said it was eight miles. I’m glad because I love driving. Oh,it seems so wonderful that
I’m going to live with you and belong to you. I’ve never belonged to anybody—not
really.” {Anne of Green Gables, p.12-13)
Jo: My life at home was just fine. Sure, I was alone...I like being alone. I was used to it. I
went to school when I wanted,came home when I wanted, watched the tv shows I wanted
to watch— every kid's dream, right? I never knew where my parents were- didn't really
care to know. Didn't know where they worked... i/they worked... didn't know where my
mom went at night or why it made my dad so mad... didn't know where my dad would go
when he drunkenly stumbled out the door hours after her. They'd take weekend tripssometimes together, sometimes separately— that could turn into week-long trips.
Sometimes I would wish they would never come back. Sometimes I'd wish they'd just
die.
Then finally after a week alone while my parents were off god-knows where
doing god-knows what, mom came back alone. Never saw my dad again. But suddenly
mom had gotten it into her head that I was some kind of delinquent that needed
“structure”. This lady who had spent the first 14 years of my life gone- partying, drunk,
high, sleeping around, or whatever the hell was going on was trying to tell me what to
wear, what to eat, when to go to sleep, when to go to school... it was bullshit. She had no
right.
Well... I guess she decided I was too much for her to handle— too wild and
disobedient and hopeless to be dealt with. So she called children's services. Some lady
came to my house, told me to pack my stuff, and brought me to the waiting room of some
building while they called number after number off this list to see if anyone wanted to
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take me. Went to go stay with this older couple. They’d taken care of a lot of “problem
kids” like me. And that's where I stayed- like some kind of exchange student or long
term guest- until I turned 18 and could move out. That's all there is.
Jo remainsfacingforward while other actors begin animatedly telling thefollowing
children’s story:
There was a little boy a lot like me or you
99

He asked his mom if she loved him,she said “of course I do.
99

But what if I became a pirate, would you love me then?
Or what if I went to the moon and didn’t come back again?
What if I robbed one hundred banks?
What if I ate a million snakes?
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99

44

44

99

44

99

What if I grow a tail?
44

99

What if I go to jail?
44

99

What if I have no job?
What if Ijoin the mob?
What if I run?
What if I’m dumb?

44

44

99

99

44

99

44

What if I cry?”
What if I lie?

44

99

“I’ll love you every time of day and all throughout the night. I’ll love you if you’re doing
wrong or if you’re always right. I’ll love you if you’re gentle. I’ll love you if you’re
tough. I’ll love you if you have nothing or much more than enough. I’ll love you no
matter where you are, no matter what you do...
99

The little boy looked at his mom and said, “I love you too
Jake:[chuckles] Well, my mom decided early on that she wasn’t ready for the
responsibility of a child. Unfortunately she decided this after having five children...to five
fathers. Three went straight into the foster system, one lived with the dad- my mom s exboyfriend- and when I was about 6 months old and my mom had had enough of me, she
dropped me off at her ex-boyfriend's house, where I was raised alongside my half sister.
Then, after about two years, my mom decided she wanted me back... so she just...came
and got me. We lived in her small, roach-infested apartment, where she'd sleep all day
then left me alone at night to fend for myself I guess at some point one of the neighbors
saw her leaving every night without me...or maybe they heard me cry when I was just too
hungry to stay quiet. Anyhow the people from the department of children’s services came
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and picked me up. She put the few toys and clothes I had in a small black trash bag and
we quickly and quietly left. I was placed in a home,and after a year and a half with this
family, I was really getting used to things. I visited my mom in jail about once a month,
though to be honest, I could hardly remember who she was anymore. Which is why it
was so surprising to find out she wanted me back. She got out ofjail, and the long battle
began. A whole year went by—a year of lawyers, skipped parenting classes, broken
parole, drug relapses and trial after retrial. The process was exhausting, and the idea of
leaving the family I had been with for two years—the family that now wanted to adopt
me- was terrifying. Finally, when it seemed like my birth mother was never going to give
up, my foster family tried something new. We gave my birth mother a home video of my
life with my new family, showing her how happy I was,that if she really loved me she’d
stop fighting to take me away. Surprisingly, she watched the tape and agreed. She gave
up her parental rights the next week
I mean, don't get me wrong...I'm really lucky. I
didn’t go through all of the shit some kids go through... but I can't help but think about
my birth mother and wonder,All: Why didn't they want me? *Not on this story*
All except Jake become school children. Girls group up and begin playing hand games,
boys huddle in opposite comer and plot a “raid’' on the girls. Boys charge the girls, Jake
joins in at this point, then allfreeze and Ellie reads(optional—another girl can read
Becky's lines)
Ellie: “’Tell me some more, please, miss—tell me about the subt’ranean passage we’ve
dug under the walls.’ ‘I’ll tell you something warmer,’ shivered Sara. ‘Get your coverlet
and wrap it round you, and I’ll get mine, and we will huddle close together on the bed,
and I’ll tell you about the tropical forest where the Indian gentleman’s monkey used to
live. When I see him sitting on the table near the window and looking out into the street
with that mournful expression, I always feel sure he is thinking about the tropical forest
where he used to swing by his tail from coconut trees. I wonder who caught him, and if
he left a family behind who had depended on him for coconuts.’ ‘That is warmer, miss,”
said Becky, gratefully. ‘That is because it makes you think of something else,’ said Sara.
‘I’ve noticed this. What you have to do with your mind, when your body is miserable, is
to make it think of something else.’ ‘Can you do it, miss?’ faltered Becky, regarding her
with admiring eyes. Sara knitted her brows a moment. ‘Sometimes I can and sometimes I
can’t,” she said stoutly. ‘But when I can I’m all right. And what I believe is that we
always could—if we practiced enough. I’ve been practicing a good deal lately, and it’s
beginning to be easier than it used to be. When things are horrible—just horrible—I think
as hard as ever I can of being a princess. I say to myself, ‘I am a princess, and I am a
fairy one, and because I am a fairy nothing can hurt me or make me uncomfortable.’ You
don’t know how it makes you forget.’” (A Little Princess, p.150-151)
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Tamara: I was an accident... I mean, a lot of kids are, right? My mom was sixteen when
she had me... and she thought she could raise me. Unsurprisingly there was no dad in the
picture... and soon there were two more kids... but still no man around to help her take
care of us. She had to work nonstop...so it was up to me to take care of my two little
brothers... and I did ok I guess. I don't know who called in... maybe my mom finally
realized she couldn't handle the responsibility, maybe a neighbor didn't like how often
we were left alone... but I didn't really care when the woman came to bring us to a new
home...in fact, as scared as I was, I felt relieved. We must have sat in that waiting room
for four hours while they tried to find someone who wanted to take in three
children...even just overnight. Finally the case worker came over and explained to us that
they were going to have to put us in different homes, but that we would all get to stay
with nice families who would take very good care of us. I felt my body go numb- I sat
quietly with my brothers in the backseat of the strange woman's car. I didn't say a word at
the first stop, where my youngest brother was taken into the first house. I silently pressed
my nose against the window and watched as my other brother was led by the hand into
another house. When we finally pulled up to the house where I would be staying, 1
walked silently through the front door and was greeted by a typical-looking mom,dad,
and their three birth kids. In the next weeks, it became very apparent that, as a foster kid,
my place in this family was different. I mean, I wasn’t actually related to these people,so
I guess that’s only natural. The parents took their three actual kids shopping at
department stores and boutiques... they used money provided by department of
children’s services to shop for me at garage sales and goodwill. But at least I had clothes,
I guess... I mean I never really cared much. I’m not shallow or anything. I did mind the
punishments, though... one time the whole family went out to eat at my favorite Italian
restaurant... and they left me in the car while they went into the restaurant and ate. When
we got home I got some ramen noodles before bed. And they’d always remind me that if
I misbehaved too much they could just call up DCS and have me moved to a different
home. It’s not like I really liked where I was...but I was used to my school and my
neighborhood...so I tried to be good and quiet at home... made some friends at school...
then got pregnant when I was 16. Like mother, like daughter, right?
Children all start game of tag. Then they all pull chairs into schoolformation and sit
All kids except Bennett, who stepsforward, begin to chant:
Kids: 3x1=3
3x2=6
3x3=9
3x4=12
(do all 3’s, 4’s, 5’s, 6’s, 7’s, 8’,s...)
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after doing times tables...
aboard, about, above, across, after, against, along, amid, among, anti, around, as,
at, before, behind, below, beneath, beside, besides, between, beyond, but, by,
concerning, considering, despite, down,during,except, excepting, excluding,
following, for, from, in, inside, into, like, minus, near, of, off, on, onto, opposite,
outside, over, past, per, plus, regarding, round,save, since, than, through, to,
toward, towards, under, underneath, unlike, until, up, upon, versus, via, with,
within, without
At some point during this, Bennett begins story
Bennett-1 don’t even remember my birth parents. I was put in the system when I was still
in diapers. The first home I remember was a group home.I was one of twelve kids in the
home, which was run like a military camp. We had about three outfits each- solid colored
shirts and khakis. We woke up every morning at seven, tucked in our white cotton sheets
on our bunk beds, dressed, were taken to school, came home,did our assigned chores, did
our homework, and were sent to bed. We never saw movies, never went to parks, never
were given toys...but soon I was moved from that group home to a regular foster home...
and then another...and then another. I must have been moved 8 or 9 times. Some of the
homes were alright I guess...it was obvious some parents were in it for the money—you
could tell when they never got you any clothes or toys with the money DCS provides for
that sort of thing. Others were super strict. Some didn’t care what you did. They all had
one thing in common—none wanted to keep me longer than a couple years. Getting
moved around so often made school tough... I was always the new kid. Sometimes I was
even moved twice in on year. Every school has a different curriculum, every class
operates in a different way, every teacher expects something different from his or her
students. So I had to repeat a few grades...and I was always the problem kid. When I
turned 18 I was still in high school...and still in the foster system. But when you’re 18
you’re no longer considered a minor... so I dropped out of high school and was released
from the system... and I’ve done alright on my own.
At the end ofBennett's story, chanting abruptly stops. Two children stand and sing
''Lavender's Blue" Then Jo stands and reads(optional—another girl can read Becky's
lines)
Jo- “Becky started, and opened her eyes with a frightened gasp. She did not know she
had fallen asleep. She had only sat down for one moment and she felt the beautiful
glow—and here she found herself staring in wild alarm at the wonderful pupil, who sat
perched quite near her, like a rose-colored fairy, with interested eyes. She sprang up and
clutched her cap. She felt it dangling over her ear, and tried wildly to put it straight. Oh,
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she had got herself into trouble now with a vengeance! To have imprudently fallen asleep
on such a young lady’s chair! She would be turned out of doors without wages. ‘Oh miss!
Oh miss!’ She stuttered, ‘I arst yer pordon, miss! Oh I do, miss!” ‘Don’t be frightened,’
she said, quite as if she had been speaking to a little girl like herself. ‘It doesn’t matter the
least bit.’ ‘I didn’t go to do it, miss,’ protested Becky. ‘It was the warm fire—an me bein
so tired. It—it wasn’t impertence!” Sara broke into a friendly little laugh, and put her
hand on her shoulder. ‘You were tired, you could not help it. You are not really awake
yet.’ ‘Ain’t—ain’t yer angry, miss?’ she gasped. ‘Ain’t yer goin’ to tell the missus?’
‘No,’ cried Sara,‘Of course I am not. Why, we are just the same—I am only a little girl
like you. It’s just an accident that I am not you, and you are not me!”’(A Little Princess,
p. 50-51)
EllieI’ve always been afraid of the dark. Nighttime always meant the same thing—I’d
eat dinner, brush my teeth, and put on my nightgown, then go sit in the living room to
wait. My dad came home late from work...my mom stayed out of his way. He’d take off
his shoes, shovel down some food, then head to his room. After a few minutes, mom
would come over to me on the couch. She’d stand there for a minute, then say only,“Go
on, your dad is waiting.” So I’d go into his room and shut the door,[silence] In the
mornings I’d be so tired... but I’d get up and go to school. It was hard to focus in my
classes. Sometimes I fell asleep. My teachers often told my mom they thought I might be
sick...she just nodded and smiled. The years went by and our routine continued...but my
dad started keeping me in his room longer and longer. It got harder to get up in the
morning... until eventually I couldn’t get up anymore. Department of Childrens’ services
came to my house on charges of truancy. I guess they sensed something wasn’t right,
cause they took me away right then. I was ten. They brought me to a kind lady that had
taken care of a lot of foster kids. She brought me to the doctor right away. The doctor
said I’d been sexually abused...then he looked up with a smirk and said in that baby
voice people get with kids,“Now if you had been going to school like a good little girl,
your daddy wouldn’t have abused you.” The woman started yelling at him. In the car ride
on the way back to her house, she kept telling me it wasn’t my fault, nobody should have
to deal with that, that I was safe now. Then there was the trial... no jury,just a judge. The
judge sent me back to my mom and dad.
All sing ''swing low sweet chariot
[Insert tape of boys talking about being adopted]
Children standfacingforward. Lightsfade to black.
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Second Draft of Disposable
Title: Disposable
Cast: 3m,3f
Character list- -Damien, Jake, Cody, Jo, Amanda, Ellie
Each actor plays afoster child and a “normal*’ child. Normal children may or may not
be played with childlike qualities- especially appropriate when playing games. Foster
children can have characters but not too young- preferably no distinct age.
Open in darkness. Silhouetted actors- 5face upstage, Damienfaces downstage.
Recorded child’s voice(Damien)plays
Child's voice [recorded]:“My parents couldn’t take care of me because they were drunk.
I was six and a half when my dad took me to my uncle’s house. My uncle couldn’t take
care of me because he had to work in the shop and my grandmother was sick so he had to
take care of her. My uncle took me and my brother to the foster care house and they were
just helping to take care of us and we were still looking for somebody to adopt us. I went
through six houses and I liked most of them but I didn’t like one because he treated me in
a bad way. Um,I went to this house for a few months that wanted to adopt me and then I
went to the courtroom, and then I got adopted.”
Damien: Damien- in the foster system for 4 years
As actors speak they turn andface downstage.
Damien & Jake in unison- Adopted.
Jake: Jake- 2 years
Jo: Jo- 4 yearsJo and Amanda in unison- Forgotten
Amanda: Amanda- 6 years
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Cody: Cody- 7 years; Warehoused
Ellie: Ellie- 1 year; Condemned.
Loud knock or doorbell ring offstage. Children all look sharply in the direction ofsound,
then resignedly put belongings in black garbage sacks and walk slowly to new positions
on stage. At the sound of Amanda's voice, allfreeze.
Amanda: “’I suppose you are Mr. Matthew Cuthbert of Green Gables?’ she said in a
peculiarly clear, sweet voice. ‘I’m very glad to see you. I was beginning to be afraid you
weren’t coming for me and I was imagining all the things that might have happened to
prevent you. I had made up my mind that if you didn’t come for me tonight I’d go down
the track to that big wild cherry tree at the bend, and climb up into it to stay all night. I
wouldn’t be a bit afraid, and it would be lovely to sleep in a wild cherry tree all white
with bloom in the moonshine, don’t you think? You could imagine you were dwelling in
marble halls, couldn’t you? And I was quite sure you would come for me in the morning,
if you didn’t tonight. Oh,I’m very glad you’ve come,even if it would have been nice to
sleep in a wild cherry tree. We’ve got to drive a long piece, haven’t we? Mrs. Spencer
said it was eight miles. I’m glad because I love driving. Oh, it seems so wonderful that
I’m going to live with you and belong to you. I’ve never belonged to anybody- not
really.” {Anne of Green Gables, p.12-13)
Jo: My life at home was just fine. Sure, I was alone...I like being alone. I was used to it. I
went to school when I wanted, came home when I wanted, watched the tv shows I wanted
to watch” every kid's dream, right? I never knew where my parents were- didn't really
care to know. Didn't know where they worked... ifthey worked... didn't know where my
mom went at night or why it made my dad so mad... didn't know where my dad would go
when he drunkenly stumbled out the door hours after her. They'd take these weekend
trips- sometimes together, sometimes separately— that could turn into week-long trips.
Sometimes I would wish they’d never come back.
Then finally after a week alone while my parents were off god-knows where
doing god-knows what, mom came back alone. Never saw my dad again. But suddenly
mom had gotten it into her head that I was some kind of delinquent that needed
“stmcture”. This lady who had spent the first 14 years of my life gone- partying, drunk,
high, sleeping around, or whatever the hell was going on was trying to tell me what to
wear, what to eat, when to go to sleep, when to go to school... it was bullshit. She had no
right.
Well... I guess she decided I was too much for her to handle- too wild and
disobedient and hopeless to be dealt with. So she called children's services. It was like I
was disposable to her or something. Some lady came to my house, told me to pack my
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stuff, and brought me to the waiting room of some building while they called number
after number on this list to see if anyone wanted to take me. Went to go stay with this
older couple. They'd taken care of a lot of“problem kids” like me. And that's where I
stayed" like some kind of exchange student or long-term guest— until I turned 18 and
could move out. That's all there is.
Actors begin animatedly telling thefollowing children's story:
Cody: There was a little boy a lot like me or you
He asked his mom if she loved him,she said;
Jo: “of course I do.
Damien:
Elbe:
Amanda:

46

99

But what if I became a pirate, would you love me then?
Or what if I went to the moon and didn’t come back again?
What if I robbed one hundred banks?
What if I had a million snakes?

44

44

99

44

Damien:
Elbe:
“What if I grow a tail?
Damien: What if I go to jail?
Amanda: What if I have no job?
Elbe:
What if I join the mob?
Amanda: What if I’m careless?
Damien: What if I’m fearless?
Amanda: What if I cry?”
What if I lie?
Elbe:

99

99

99

44

99

44

99

44

44

99

44

99

44

44

99

Jo: “I’ll love you every time of day and all throughout the night. I’ll love you if you’re
doing wrong or if you’re always right. I’ll love you if you’re gentle, I’ll love you if
you’re tough. I’ll love you if you have nothing or much more than enough. I’ll love you
no matter where you are, no matter what you do...
99

Cody: The little boy looked at his mom and said, “I love you too
Jake:[chuckles] Well, my mom decided early on that she wasn't ready for the
responsibility of a child. Unfortunately she decided this after having five children...to five
fathers. Three went straight into the foster system, and one lived with the father- my
mom's ex-boyfriend. When I was about 6 months old and my mom had had enough of
me,she dropped me off at this ex-boyfriend's house, where I was raised alongside my
half sister. Then, after about two years, my mom decided she wanted me back... so she
just...came and got me. We lived in her small, roach-infested apartment, where she'd
sleep all day then leave me alone at night to fend for myself. I guess at some point one of
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the neighbors saw her leaving every night without me...or maybe they heard me cry when
I was just too hungry to stay quiet. Anyhow this guy from DCS came and picked me up.
He put the few toys and clothes I had in a small black trash bag and we quickly and
quietly left. I was placed in a home, and after a year and a half with this family, I was
really getting used to things. I visited my mom in jail about once a month, though to be
honest, I could hardly remember who she was anymore. Which is why I was so surprised
when I found out she was trying to get me back. She got out ofjail, and the long battle
began. A whole year went by—a year of lawyers, skipped parenting classes, broken
parole, drug relapses and trial after retrial. The process was exhausting, and the idea of
leaving the family I had been with for two years the family that now wanted to adopt
me- was terrifying. Finally, when it seemed like my birth mother was never going to give
up, my foster family tried something new. We gave my birth mother a home video of my
life with my new family, showing her how happy I was, assuring her that if she really
loved me she’d stop fighting to take me away. Surprisingly, she watched the tape and
agreed. She gave up her parental rights the next week.
All except Jake become school children. Girls group up and begin playing hand games,
boys huddle in opposite comer and plot a **raid” on the girls. Boys charge the girls, Jake
joins in at this point, then allfreeze and Ellie reads(optional—another girl can read
Becky’s lines)
Ellie: (Becky:)“’Tell me some more, please, miss tell me about the subt’ranean passage
we
ve dug under the walls.’ T’ll tell you something warmer,’ shivered Sara. ‘Get your
coverlet and wrap it round you, and I’ll get mine, and we will huddle close together on
the bed, and 111 tell you about the tropical forest where the Indian gentleman’s monkey
used to live. When I see him sitting on the table near the window and looking out into the
street with that mournful expression, I always feel sure he is thinking about the tropical
forest where he used to swing by his tail from coconut trees. I wonder who caught him,
and if he left a family behind who had depended on him for coconuts.’ ‘That is warmer,
miss, said Becky, gratefully. ‘That is because it makes you think of something else,’ said
Sara. I ve noticed this. What you have to do with your mind, when your body is
miserable, is to make it think of something else.’ ‘Can you do it, miss?’ faltered Becky,
regarding her with admiring eyes. Sara knitted her brows a moment. ‘Sometimes I can
and sometimes I can’t,” she said stoutly. ‘But when I can I’m all right. And what I
believe is that we always could—if we practiced enough. I’ve been practicing a good deal
lately, and it’s beginning to be easier than it used to be. When things are horrible—just
horrible I think as hard as ever I can of being a princess. I say to myself, ‘I am a
princess, and I am a fairy one, and because I am a fairy nothing can hurt me or make me
uncomfortable.’ You don’t know how it makes you forget.’” (A Little Princess, p.l50151)
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Amanda: I was an accident... I mean, a lot of kids are, right? My mom was sixteen when
she had me, and she thought she could raise me. Unsurprisingly there was no dad in the
picture. Soon there were two more kids, but still no man around to help her take care of
us. She had to work nonstop and it was up to me to take care of my two little brothers. I
did ok I guess. 1 don't know who called in... maybe my mom finally realized she couldn't
handle the responsibility, maybe a neighbor didn't like how often we were left alone...
but 1 didn't really care when the woman came to bring us to a new home. In fact, as
scared as I was, I felt relieved. We must have sat in that waiting room for four hours
while they tried to find someone who wanted to take in three children—even just
overnight. Finally the case worker came over and explained to us that they were going to
have to put us in different homes, but that we would all get to stay with nice families who
would take very good care of us. I felt numb-1 sat quietly with my brothers in the
backseat of the strange woman's car. I didn't say a word at the first stop, where my
youngest brother was taken into the first house. I silently watched through the window as
my other brother was led by the hand into the second house. When we finally pulled up to
the house where I would be staying, I walked through the front door and was greeted by a
typical-looking mom,dad, and their three birth kids. In the weeks to come, it became
very apparent that, as a foster kid, my place in this family was different. I mean, I wasn’t
actually related to these people, so I guess that’s only natural. The parents took their three
actual kids shopping at department stores, while they used money provided by DCS to
shop for me at garage sales and goodwill. But at least I had clothes, I guess... I mean I
never really cared much. I’m not shallow or anything. I did mind the punishments,
though. This one time, the whole family went out to eat at my favorite Italian restaurant,
and they left me in the car while they went in and ate. And they’d always remind me that
if I misbehaved too much they could just call up DCS and have me moved to a different
home. It’s not like I really liked where I was, but I was used to my school and my
neighborhood, so I tried to be good and quiet at home... made some friends at school...
then got pregnant when I was 16. Like mother, like daughter, right?
sx
Children all start game oftag. Then they all pull chairs into schoolformation and sit
All kids except Cody, who stepsforward, begin to chant:
Kids: 3x1=3
3x2=6
3x3=9
3x4=12
(do all3’s, 4’s,5’s, 6’s, 7’s, 8’,s...)
after doing times tables...
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aboard, about, above, across, after, against, along, amid, among, anti, around, as,
at, before, behind, below, beneath, beside, besides, between, beyond, but, by,
concerning, considering, despite, down, during, except, excepting, excluding,
following, for, from, in, inside, into, like, minus, near, of, off, on, onto, opposite,
outside, over, past, per, plus, regarding, round, save, since, than, through, to,
toward, towards, under, underneath, unlike, until, up, upon, versus, via, with,
within, without
At some point during this, Cody begins story
Cody-1 don’t even remember my birth parents. I was put in the system when I was still in
diapers. The first home I remember was a group home. I was one of twelve kids in the
home, which was run like a military camp. We had about three outfits each- solid colored
shirts and khakis. We woke up every morning at seven, tucked in our white cotton sheets
on our bunk beds, dressed, were taken to school, came home, did our assigned chores, did
our homework, and were sent to bed. We never saw movies, never went to parks, never
were given toys... But soon I was moved from that group home to a regular foster
home... and then another...and then another—I must have been moved 8 or 9 times.
Warehoused by strangers. Some of the homes were alright I guess...it was obvious some
parents were in it for the money—you could tell when they never got you any clothes or
toys with the money DCS provides for that sort of thing. Others were super strict. Some
didn’t care what you did. They all had one thing in common—none wanted to keep me
longer than a couple years. Getting moved around so often made school tough... I was
always the new kid. Sometimes I was even moved twice in on year. Every school has a
different curriculum, every class operates in a different way,every teacher expects
something different from his or her students. So I had to repeat a few grades...and I was
always the problem kid. When I turned 18 I was still in high school and still in the foster
system, but when you’re 18 you’re no longer considered a minor so I dropped out of high
school and was released from the system... and I’ve done alright on my own. But you
know,I still can't help but think about my birth parents and all those foster homes I
passed through and wonder.
All: Why didn't they want me?
At the end of Cody's story, chanting abruptly stops. Two children stand and sing
‘'Lavender's Blue" Then Jo stands and reads(optional—another girl can read Becky's
lines)
Jo- “Becky started, and opened her eyes with a frightened gasp. She did not know she
had fallen asleep. She had only sat down for one moment and she felt the beautiful
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glow—and here she found herself staring in wild alarm at the wonderful pupil, whp sat
perched quite near her, like a rose-colored fairy, with interested eyes. She sprang up and
clutched her cap. She felt it dangling over her ear, and tried wildly to put it straight. Oh,
she had got herself into trouble now with a vengeance! To have imprudently fallen asleep
on such a young lady’s chair! She would be turned out of doors without wages.‘Oh miss!
Oh miss!’ She stuttered, ‘I arst yer pordon, miss! Oh I do, miss!” ‘Don’t be frightened,’
she said, quite as if she had been speaking to a little girl like herself. ‘It doesn’t matter the
least bit.’ ‘I didn’t go to do it, miss,’ protested Becky. ‘It was the warm fire—an me bein
so tired. It it wasn’t impertence!” Sara broke into a friendly little laugh, and put her
hand on her shoulder. ‘You were tired, you could not help it. You are not really awake
yet.’ ‘Ain’t- ain’t yer angry, miss?’ she gasped. ‘Ain’t yer goin’ to tell the missus?’
‘No,’ cried Sara,‘Of course I am not. Why, we are just the same—I am only a little girl
like you. It’s just an accident that I am not you, and you are not me!”’(A Little Princess,
p. 50-51)

EllieI’ve always been afraid of the dark. Nighttime always meant the same thing—I’d
eat dinner, brush my teeth, and put on my nightgown, then go sit in the living room to
wait. My dad came home late from work...my mom stayed out of his way. He’d take off
his shoes, shovel down some food, then head to his room. After a few minutes, mom
would come over to me on the couch. She’d stand there for a minute, then say only,“Go
on, your dad is waiting.” So I’d go into his room and shut the door,[silence. Ellie looks
down] In the mornings I’d be so tired. I’d get up and go to school, but it was hard to pay
attention in my classes, and sometimes I even fell asleep. My teachers often told my mom
they thought I might be sick...she just smiled. The years went by and our routine
continued...but my dad started keeping me in his room longer and longer. It got harder to
get up in the morning... until eventually I couldn’t get up anymore. Department of
Childrens’ services came to my house on charges of“tmancy”. I guess they thought
something wasn’t right, cause they took me away right then. I was ten. They brought me
to a nice lady that had taken care of a lot of foster kids, and right away she brought me to
the doctor. The doctor said I’d been sexually abused...then he looked up with a little
smile on his face and said,“Now if you had been going to school like a good little girl,
your daddy wouldn’t have abused you.” The woman started yelling at him. In the car ride
on the way back to her house, she kept telling me it wasn’t my fault, nobody should have
to deal with that, that I was safe now. Few months later there was the trial... no jury,just
a judge. The judge sent me back to my mom and dad.
All sing "‘swing low sweet chariot'' Continue to sing/hum while the children speak the
following words/phrases, overlapping:
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Disposable
Condemned
“Because I am a fairy nothing can hurt me or make me uncomfortable
Disposable
Warehoused
“Fve never belonged to anybody, not really”
Adopted
Why didn’t they want me?
Disposable
“It’s just an accident that I am not you, and you are not me!”
Forever Home.

Darmen [recording]- “It’s nice to stay with a family instead of leaving them and you’ll
stay with them forever. I’m Damien and I’m seven, and I like to play soccer and I’m in
second grade, and I like to eat pizza.
Children standfacingforward. Lightsfade to black.
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Final Draft of Disposable
Title: Disposable
Cast: 3m,3f
Character list- -Damien, Jake, Cody, Jo, Amanda, Ellie
Each actor plays afoster child and a "‘normal” child. Normal children may or may not
be played with childlike qualities- especially appropriate when playing games. Foster
children can have characters but not too young- preferably no distinct age.
Open in darkness. Silhouetted actors- 5face upstage, Damienfaces downstage.
Recorded child's voice (Damien)plays
Child's voice [recorded]:“My parents couldn’t take care of me because they were drunk.
I was six and a half when my dad took me to my uncle’s house. My uncle couldn’t take
care of me because he had to work in the shop and my grandmother was sick so he had to
take care of her. My uncle took me and my brother to the foster care house and they were
just helping to take care of us and we were still looking for somebody to adopt us. I went
through six houses and I liked most of them but I didn’t like one because he treated me in
a bad way. Um,I went to this house for a few months that wanted to adopt me and then I
went to the courtroom, and then I got adopted.”
Damien: Damien- in the foster system for 4 years
As actors speak they turn andface downstage.
Damien & Jake in unison- Adopted.
Jake: Jake- 2 years
Jo: Jo- 4 yearsJo and Amanda in unison- Forgotten
Amanda: Amanda- 6 years
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Cody: Cody- 7 years; Warehoused
Ellie: Ellie- 1 year; Condemned.
Loud knock or doorbell ring offstage. Children all look sharply in the direction ofsound,
then resignedly put belongings in black garbage sacks and walk slowly to new positions
on stage. At the sound o/Amanda's voice, allfreeze.
Amanda:

«49

I suppose you are Mr. Matthew Cuthbert of Green Gables?’ she said in a

peculiarly clear, sweet voice. ‘I’m very glad to see you. I was beginning to be afraid you
weren’t coming for me and I was imagining all the things that might have happened to
prevent you. I had made up my mind that if you didn’t come for me tonight I’d go down
the track to that big wild cherry tree at the bend, and climb up into it to stay all night. I
wouldn t be a bit afraid, and it would be lovely to sleep in a wild cherry tree all white
with bloom in the moonshine, don’t you think? You could imagine you were dwelling in
marble halls, couldn’t you? And I was quite sure you would come for me in the morning,
if you didn t tonight. Oh,I’m very glad you’ve come,even if it would have been nice to
sleep in a wild cherry tree. We’ve got to drive a long piece, haven’t we? Mrs. Spencer
said it was eight miles. I’m glad because I love driving. Oh, it seems so wonderful that
I m going to live with you and belong to you. I’ve never belonged to anybody- ●not
really.” {Anne of Green Gables, p.l2-J3)
Jo: My life at home was just fine. Sure, I was alone...I like being alone. I was used to it. I
went to school when I wanted, came home when I wanted, watched the tv shows I wanted
to watch— every kid's dream, right? I never knew where my parents were- didn't really
care to know. Didn't know where they worked... if they worked... didn’t know where my
mom went at night or why it made my dad so mad... didn’t know where my dad would go
when he drunkenly stumbled out the door hours after her. They'd take these weekend
trips- sometimes together, sometimes separately— that could turn into week-long trips.
Sometimes I would wish they’d never come back.
Then fi nally after a week alone while my parents were off god-knows where
doing god-knows what, mom came back alone. Never saw my dad again. But suddenly
mom had gotten it into her head that I was some kind of delinquent that needed
“structure”. This lady who had spent the first 14 years of my life gone- partying, drunk,
high, sleeping around, or whatever the hell was going on was trying to tell me what to
wear, what to eat, when to go to sleep, when to go to school... it was bullshit. She had no
right.
Well... I guess she decided I was too much for her to handle— too wild and
disobedient and hopeless to be dealt with. So she called children's services. It was like I
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was disposable to her or something. Some lady came to my house, told me to pack my
stuff, and brought me to the waiting room of some building while they called number
after number on this list to see if anyone wanted to take me. Went to go stay with this
older couple. They'd taken care of a lot of “problem kids” like me. And that's where I
stayed- like some kind of exchange student or long-term guest- until I turned 18 and
could move out. That's all there is.
Actors begin animatedly telling thefollowing children's story:
Cody: There was a little boy a lot like me or you
He asked his mom if she loved him, she said;
99

Jo: “of course I do.

99

Damien:
Ellie:

But what if I became a pirate, would you love me then?
Or what if I went to the moon and didn’t come back again?”
Amanda: What if I robbed one hundred banks?
Damien: What if I had a million snakes?
(4

44

99

44

Ellie:
Damien:
Amanda:
Ellie:
Amanda:

99

44

What if I grow a tail?

44

99

What if I go to jail?
What if I have no job?

44

99

99

44

What if I join the mob?
What if I’m careless?
What if I’m fearless?”

44

99

44

Damien:
Amanda: What if I cry?”
What if I lie?”
Ellie:
44

44

Jo: “I’ll love you every time of day and all throughout the night. I’ll love you if you’re
doing wrong or if you’re always right. I’ll love you if you’re gentle. I’ll love you if
you’re tough. I’ll love you if you have nothing or much more than enough. I’ll love you
no matter where you are, no matter what you do...
99

Cody: The little boy looked at his mom and said,“I love you too
Jake:[chuckles] Well, my mom decided early on that she wasn't ready for the
responsibility of a child. Unfortunately she decided this after having five children...to five
fathers. Three went straight into the foster system, and one lived with the father- my
mom's ex-boyfriend. When I was about 6 months old and my mom had had enough of
me,she dropped me off at this ex-boyfriend's house, where I was raised alongside my
half sister. Then, after about two years, my mom decided she wanted me back... so she
just...came and got me. We lived in her small, roach-infested apartment, where she'd
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sleep all day then leave me alone at night to fend for myself. I guess at some point one of
the neighbors saw her leaving every night without me...or maybe they heard me cry when
I was just too hungry to stay quiet. Anyhow this guy from DCS came and picked me up.
He put the few toys and clothes I had in a small black trash bag and we quickly and
quietly left. I was placed in a home,and after a year and a half with this family, I was
really getting used to things. I visited my mom in jail about once a month, though to be
honest, I could hardly remember who she was anymore. Which is why I was so surprised
when I found out she was trying to get me back. She got out ofjail, and the long battle
began. A whole year went by—a year of lawyers, skipped parenting classes, broken
parole, drug relapses and trial after retrial. The process was exhausting, and the idea of
leaving the family I had been with for two years—the family that now wanted to adopt
me- was terrifying. Finally, when it seemed like my birth mother was never going to give
up, my foster family tried something new. We gave my birth mother a home video of my
life with my new family, showing her how happy I was, assuring her that if she really
loved me she d stop fighting to take me away. Surprisingly, she watched the tape and
agreed. She gave up her parental rights the next week.
All except Jake become school children. Girls group up and begin playing hand games,
boys huddle in opposite comer and plot a ‘"raid” on the girls. Boys charge the girls, Jake
joins in at this point, then allfreeze and Ellie reads(optional— the other children can
take turns speaking Becky*s lines)
Ellie:(Becky:) Tell me some more, please, miss—tell me about the subt’ranean passage
we’
ve dug under the walls.’ ‘I’ll tell you something warmer,’ shivered Sara. ‘Get your
coverlet and wrap it round you, and I’ll get mine, and we will huddle close together on
the bed, and 111 tell you about the tropical forest where the Indian gentleman’s monkey
used to live. When I see him sitting on the table near the window and looking out into the
street with that mournful expression, I always feel sure he is thinking about the tropical
forest where he used to swing by his tail from coconut trees. I wonder who caught him,
and if he left a family behind who had depended on him for coconuts.’ ‘That is warmer,
miss, said Becky, gratefully. ‘That is because it makes you think of something else,’ said
Sara. ‘I’ve noticed this. What you have to do with your mind, when your body is
miserable, is to make it think of something else.’ ‘Can you do it, miss?’ faltered Becky,
regarding her with admiring eyes. Sara knitted her brows a moment. ‘Sometimes I can
and sometimes I can’t,” she said stoutly. ‘But when I can I’m all right. And what I
believe is that we always could—if we practiced enough. I’ve been practicing a good deal
lately, and it’s beginning to be easier than it used to be. When things are horrible—just
horrible I think as hard as ever I can of being a princess. I say to myself, ‘I am a
princess, and I am a fairy one, and because I am a fairy nothing can hurt me or make me
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uncomfortable.’ You don’t know how it makes you forget.

(A Little Princess, p.l50-

151)
Amanda: I was an accident... I mean, a lot of kids are, right? My mom was sixteen when
she had me, and she thought she could raise me. Unsurprisingly there was no dad in the
picture. Soon there were two more kids, but still no man around to help her take care of
us. She had to work nonstop and it was up to me to take care of my two little brothers. I
did ok I guess. I don’t know who called in... maybe my mom finally realized she couldn’t
handle the responsibility, maybe a neighbor didn’t like how often we were left alone...
but I didn’t really care when the woman came to bring us to a new home. In fact, as
scared as I was, I felt relieved. We must have sat in that waiting room for four hours
while they tried to find someone who wanted to take in three children—even just
overnight. Finally the case worker came over and explained to us that they were going to
have to put us in different homes, but that we would all get to stay with nice families who
would take very good care of us. I felt numb-1 sat quietly with my brothers in the
backseat of the strange woman’s car. I didn’t say a word at the first stop, where my
youngest brother was taken into the first house. I silently watched through the window as
my other brother was led by the hand into the second house. When we finally pulled up to
the house where I would be staying, I walked through the front door and was greeted by a
typical-looking mom,dad, and their three birth kids. In the weeks to come, it became
very apparent that, as a foster kid, my place in this family was different. I mean, I wasn’t
actually related to these people, so I guess that’s only natural. The parents took their three
actual kids shopping at department stores, while they used money provided by DCS to
shop for me at garage sales and goodwill. But at least I had clothes, I guess... I mean I
never really cared much. I’m not shallow or anything. I did mind the punishments.
though. This one time, the whole family went out to eat at my favorite Italian restaurant,
and they left me in the car while they went in and ate. And they’d always remind me that
if I misbehaved too much they could just call up DCS and have me moved to a different
home. It’s not like I really liked where I was, but I was used to my school and my
neighborhood, so I tried to be good and quiet at home... made some friends at school...
then got pregnant when I was 16. Like mother, like daughter, right?
Children all start game oftag. Then they all pull chairs into schoolformation and sit
All kids except Cody, who stepsforward, begin to chant:
Kids(one child at a time):
3x1=3
3x2=6
3x3=9
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3x4=12
3x5=15
... 3x10=30
after doing times tables...
Ellie: Prepositions!

All:

aboard, about, above, across, after, against, along, among, around, as, at, before,
behind, below, beneath, beside, between, beyond, by, down, during, except, for,
from, in, like, near, of, off, on, over, past, since, than, through, toward, with,
within, without {Repeat quietly throughout Cody's monologue,fading out after
“I've done alright on my own,")

At some point during this, Cody begins story
Cody. I don t even remember my birth parents. I was put in the system when I was still
in diapers. The first home I remember was a group home. I was one of twelve kids in the
home, which was run like a military camp. We had about three outfits each- solid colored
shirts and khakis. We woke up every morning at seven, tucked in our white cotton sheets
on our bunk beds, dressed, were taken to school, came home, did our assigned chores, did
our homework,and were sent to bed. We never saw movies, never went to parks, never
were given toys... But soon I was moved from that group home to a regular foster
home... and then another...and then another—I must have been moved 8 or 9 times.
Warehoused by strangers. Some of the homes were alright I guess...it was obvious some
parents were in it for the money you could tell when they never got you any clothes or
toys with the money DCS provides for that sort of thing. Others were super strict. Some
didn’t care what you did. They all had one thing in common none wanted to keep me
longer than a couple years. Getting moved around so often made school tough... I was
always the new kid. Sometimes I was even moved twice in on year. Every school has a
different curriculum, every class operates in a different way, every teacher expects
something different from his or her students. So I had to repeat a few grades...and I was
always the problem kid. When I turned 18 I was still in high school and still in the foster
system, but when you’re 18 you’re no longer considered a minor so I dropped out of high
school and was released from the system... and I’ve done alright on my own. But you
know, I still can’t help but think about my birth parents and all those foster homes I
passed through and wonder.
All: Why didn't they want me?
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Two children stand and sing "'Lavender's Blue":
Lavender's blue, dilly dilly.
Lavender's green
When / am king, dilly dilly.
You shall be Queen
Who told you so, dilly dilly.
Who told you so?
"Twas my own heart, dilly dilly.
That told me so
Jo reads, another actress can read Becky's lines
Jo- “Becky started, and opened her eyes with a frightened gasp. She did not know she
had fallen asleep. She had only sat down for one moment and she felt the beautiful
glow and here she found herself staring in wild alarm at the wonderful pupil, who sat
perched quite near her, like a rose-colored fairy, with interested eyes. She sprang up and
clutched her cap. She felt it dangling over her ear, and tried wildly to put it straight. Oh,
she had got herself into trouble now with a vengeance! To have imprudently fallen asleep
on such a young lady’s chair! She would be turned out of doors without wages.‘Oh miss!
Oh miss!’ She stuttered, ‘I arst yer pordon, miss! Oh I do, miss!” ‘Don’t be frightened,’
she said, quite as if she had been speaking to a little girl like herself. ‘It doesn’t matter the
least bit.’ ‘I didn’t go to do it, miss,’ protested Becky. ‘It was the warm fire—an me bein
so tired. It—it wasn’t impertence!” Sara broke into a friendly little laugh, and put her
hand on her shoulder. ‘You were tired, you could not help it. You are not really awake
yet.’ ‘Ain’t—ain’t yer angry, miss?’ she gasped. ‘Ain’t yer goin’ to tell the missus?’
‘No,’ cried Sara,‘Of course I am not. Why, we are just the same—I am only a little girl
like you. It’s just an accident that I am not you, and you are not me!”’(A Little Princess,
/?. 50-51)
EllieFve always been afraid of the dark. Nighttime always meant the same thing—I’d
eat dinner, brush my teeth, and put on my nightgown, then go sit in the living room to
wait. My dad came home late from work...my mom stayed out of his way. He’d take off
his shoes, shovel down some food, then head to his room. After a few minutes, mom
would come over to me on the couch. She’d stand there for a minute, then say only,“Go
on. your dad is waiting.” So I’d go into his room and shut the door,[silence. Ellie looks
down] In the mornings I’d be so tired. I’d get up and go to school, but it was hard to pay
attention in my classes, and sometimes I even fell asleep. My teachers often told my mom
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they thought I might be sick...she just smiled. The years went by and our routine
continued...but my dad started keeping me in his room longer and longer. It got harder to
get up in the morning... until eventually I couldn’t get up anymore. Department of
Childrens’ services came to my house on charges of “truancy”. I guess they thought
something wasn t right, cause they took me away right then. I was ten. They brought me
to a nice lady that had taken care of a lot of foster kids, and right away she brought me to
the doctor. The doctor said I’d been sexually abused...then he looked up with a little
smile on his face and said,“Now if you had been going to school like a good little girl,
your daddy wouldn’t have abused you.” The woman started yelling at him. In the car ride
on the way back to her house, she kept telling me it wasn’t my fault, nobody should have
to deal with that, that I was safe now. Few months later there was the trial... no Jury,just
a judge. The judge sent me back to my mom and dad.
All sing '"swing low sweet chariot”:
Swing low, sweet chariot,
Cominfor to carry me home;
Swing low, sweet chariot
Comin'for to carry me home.
I looked over Jordan,
And what did 1 see,
Comin'for to carry me home?
A band ofangels comin after me.
Cornin'for to carry me home.

Continue to sing/hum while Damien speaks
DamienOn some days I half expect to hear a knock at the door and be taken away to
another home...to another family who doesn’t really want me. I can still remember that
feeling— watching my foster family, wanting to love them and trust them as if I
belonged... all the while knowing they were just waiting for someone else to take me off
of their hands. You get used to seeing everything as temporary—family, friends, love,
acceptance, happiness. You get used to people giving up on you. You get used to being
abandoned,(pause)
I had always told our social worker that I wanted to be a part of a big family,
and I remember the day she told me there was a big family in another state that wanted to
adopt me and my brother. I wouldn’t be the oldest...! would have four older sisters and
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an older brother. I wouldn’t have to be grown up anymore...wouldn’t have to take care of
myself or make sure there was enough to eat. And no matter what I did, what I said, how
bad I was... they would never make me leave... it would be my “forever home”.

The children speak thefollowing words/phrases, overlapping:
Disposable
Condemned
“Because I am a fairy nothing can hurt me or make me uncomfortable’
Disposable
Warehoused
“I’ve never belonged to anybody, not really”
Adopted
Why didn’t they want me?
Disposable
“It’s just an accident that I am not you, and you are not me!”
Forever Home.

Damien [recording]- “It’s nice to stay with a family instead of leaving them and you’ll
stay with them forever. I’m Damien and I’m seven, and I like to play soccer and I’m in
second grade, and I like to eat pizza.
Children standfacingforward. Lightsfade to black.
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Annotated Disposable Script****
(I do not have a scanner,so for now I included another copy of the final script,just
to keep the page numbers correct. I will include an annotated copy in the hard copy
of my thesis and will bring a hard copy of the annotated script to each of my readers
at least a week prior to my defense. Sorry for the inconvenience!)
Title: Disposable
Cast: 3m,3f
Character list- -Damien, Jake, Cody, Jo, Amanda, Ellie
Each actor plays afoster child and a ‘^normal” child. Normal children may or may not
be played with childlike qualities- especially appropriate when playing games. Foster
children can have characters but not too young- preferably no distinct age.
Open in darkness. Silhouetted actors- 5face upstage, Damienfaces downstage.
Recorded child's voice (Damien)plays
Child's voice [recorded]:“My parents couldn’t take care of me because they were drunk.
I was six and a half when my dad took me to my uncle’s house. My uncle couldn’t take
care of me because he had to work in the shop and my grandmother was sick so he had to
take care of her. My uncle took me and my brother to the foster care house and they were
just helping to take care of us and we were still looking for somebody to adopt us. I went
through six houses and I liked most of them but I didn’t like one because he treated me in
a bad way. Um,I went to this house for a few months that wanted to adopt me and then I
went to the courtroom, and then I got adopted.”
Damien: Damien- in the foster system for 4 years
As actors speak they turn andface downstage.
Damien & Jake in unison- Adopted.
Jake: Jake- 2 years
Jo: Jo- 4 years-
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Jo and Amanda in unison- Forgotten
Amanda: Amanda- 6 years
Cody: Cody- 7 years; Warehoused
Ellie: Ellie- 1 year; Condemned.
Loud knock or doorbell ring offstage. Children all look sharply in the direction ofsound,
then resignedly put belongings in black garbage sacks and walk slowly to new positions
on stage. At the sound o/Amanda's voice, allfreeze.
Amanda:

(49

I suppose you are Mr. Matthew Cuthbert of Green Gables?’ she said in a

peculiarly clear, sweet voice. ‘I’m very glad to see you. I was beginning to be afraid you
weren’t coming for me and I was imagining all the things that might have happened to
prevent you. I had made up my mind that if you didn’t come for me tonight I’d go down
the track to that big wild cherry tree at the bend, and climb up into it to stay all night, I
wouldn’t be a bit afraid, and it would be lovely to sleep in a wild cherry tree all white
with bloom in the moonshine, don’t you think? You could imagine you were dwelling in
marble halls, couldn’t you? And I was quite sure you would come for me in the morning,
if you didn’t tonight. Oh,I’m very glad you’ve come,even if it would have been nice to
sleep in a wild cherry tree. We’ve got to drive a long piece, haven’t we? Mrs. Spencer
said it was eight miles. I’m glad because I love driving. Oh,it seems so wonderful that
I’m going to live with you and belong to you. I’ve never belonged to anybody- not
really.” {Anne of Green Gables, p.12-13)
Jo: My life at home was just fine. Sure, I was alone...I like being alone. I was used to it. I
went to school when I wanted, came home when I wanted, watched the tv shows I wanted
to watch- every kid's dream, right? I never knew where my parents were- didn't really
care to know. Didn’t know where they worked... ifthey worked... didn't know where my
mom went at night or why it made my dad so mad... didn't know where my dad would go
when he drunkenly stumbled out the door hours after her. They'd take these weekend
trips- sometimes together, sometimes separately— that could turn into week-long trips.
Sometimes I would wish they’d never come back.
Then finally after a week alone while my parents were off god-knows where
doing god-knows what, mom came back alone. Never saw my dad again. But suddenly
mom had gotten it into her head that I was some kind of delinquent that needed
“structure”. This lady who had spent the first 14 years of my life gone- partying, drunk,
high, sleeping around, or whatever the hell was going on was trying to tell me what to
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wear, what to eat, when to go to sleep, when to go to school... it was bullshit. She had no
right.
Well... I guess she decided I was too much for her to handle— too wild and
disobedient and hopeless to be dealt with. So she called children's services. It was like I
was disposable to her or something. Some lady came to my house, told me to pack my
stuff, and brought me to the waiting room of some building while they called number
after number on this list to see if anyone wanted to take me. Went to go stay with this
older couple. They'd taken care of a lot of “problem kids” like me. And that's where I
stayed- like some kind of exchange student or long-term guest- until I turned 18 and
could move out. That's all there is.
Actors begin animatedly telling thefollowing children's story:
Cody: There was a little boy a lot like me or you
He asked his mom if she loved him,she said;
Jo: “of course I do.
99

Damien:
Ellie:
Amanda:
Damien:
Ellie:
Damien:

99

But what if I became a pirate, would you love me then?
Or what if I went to the moon and didn’t come back again?”
What if I robbed one hundred banks?
What if I had a million snakes?

44

44

44

99

44

99

What if I grow a tail?
44

99

What if I go to jail?
44

99

Amanda: What if I have no job?
Ellie:
What if I join the mob?
Amanda: What if I’m careless?
Damien: What if I’m fearless?
Amanda: What if I cry?”
Ellie:
What if I lie?
44

99

44

99

44

99

44

44

99

Jo: “I’ll love you every time of day and all throughout the night. I’ll love you if you’re
doing wrong or if you’re always right. I’ll love you if you’re gentle. I’ll love you if
you’re tough. I’ll love you if you have nothing or much more than enough. I’ll love you
no matter where you are, no matter what you do...
99

Cody: The little boy looked at his mom and said, “I love you too

Jake:[chuckles] Well, my mom decided early on that she wasn't ready for the
responsibility of a child. Unfortunately she decided this after having five children...to five
fathers. Three went straight into the foster system, and one lived with the father- my
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mom s ex-boyfriend. When I was about 6 months old and my mom had had enough of
me,she dropped me off at this ex-boyfriend's house, where I was raised alongside my
half sister. Then, after about two years, my mom decided she wanted me back... so she
just...came and got me. We lived in her small, roach-infested apartment, where she'd
sleep all day then leave me alone at night to fend for myself. I guess at some point one of
the neighbors saw her leaving every night without me...or maybe they heard me cry when
I was just too hungry to stay quiet. Anyhow this guy from DCS came and picked me up.
He put the few toys and clothes I had in a small black trash bag and we quickly and
quietly left. I was placed in a home, and after a year and a half with this family, I was
really getting used to things. I visited my mom in jail about once a month, though to be
honest, I could hardly remember who she was anymore. Which is why I was so surprised
when I found out she was trying to get me back. She got out ofjail, and the long battle
began. A whole year went by—a year of lawyers, skipped parenting classes, broken
parole, drug relapses and trial after retrial. The process was exhausting, and the idea of
leaving the family I had been with for two years—the family that now wanted to adopt
me- was terrifying. Finally, when it seemed like my birth mother was never going to give
up, my foster family tried something new. We gave my birth mother a home video of my
life with my new family, showing her how happy I was, assuring her that if she really
loved me she’d stop fighting to take me away. Surprisingly, she watched the tape and
agreed. She gave up her parental rights the next week.
All except Jake become school children. Girls group up and begin playing hand games.
boys huddle in opposite comer and plot a ‘"raid” on the girls. Boys charge the girls, Jake
joins in at this point, then allfreeze and Ellie reads(optional— the other children can
take turns speaking Becky's lines)
Ellie: (Becky:)“’Tell me some more, please, miss—tell me about the subt’ranean passage
we’ve dug under the walls.’ T’ll tell you something warmer,’ shivered Sara. ‘Get your
coverlet and wrap it round you, and I’ll get mine, and we will huddle close together on
the bed, and I’ll tell you about the tropical forest where the Indian gentleman’s monkey
used to live. When I see him sitting on the table near the window and looking out into the
street with that mournful expression, I always feel sure he is thinking about the tropical
forest where he used to swing by his tail from coconut trees. I wonder who caught him,
and if he left a family behind who had depended on him for coconuts.’ ‘That is warmer,
miss, said Becky, gratefully. ‘That is because it makes you think of something else,’ said
Sara. I ve noticed this. What you have to do with your mind, when your body is
miserable, is to make it think of something else.’ ‘Can you do it, miss?’ faltered Becky,
regarding her with admiring eyes. Sara knitted her brows a moment. ‘Sometimes I can
and sometimes I can t, she said stoutly. ‘But when I can I’m all right. And what I
believe is that we always could—if we practiced enough. I’ve been practicing a good deal
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lately, and it’s beginning to be easier than it used to be. When things are horrible—just
horrible—I think as hard as ever I can of being a princess. I say to myself, ‘1 am a
princess, and I am a fairy one, and because I am a fairy nothing can hurt me or make me
^99

uncomfortable.’ You don’t know how it makes you forget.
151)

(A Little Princess, p.l50-

Amanda: I was an accident... I mean, a lot of kids are, right? My mom was sixteen when
she had me, and she thought she could raise me. Unsurprisingly there was no dad in the
picture. Soon there were two more kids, but still no man around to help her take care of
us. She had to work nonstop and it was up to me to take care of my two little brothers. 1
did ok I guess. I don't know who called in... maybe my mom finally realized she couldn't
handle the responsibility, maybe a neighbor didn't like how often we were left alone...
but I didn t really care when the woman came to bring us to a new home. In fact, as
scared as I was, I felt relieved. We must have sat in that waiting room for four hours
while they tried to find someone who wanted to take in three children—even just
overnight. Finally the case worker came over and explained to us that they were going to
have to put us in different homes, but that we would all get to stay with nice families who
would take very good care of us. I felt numb-1 sat quietly with my brothers in the
backseat of the strange woman's car. I didn't say a word at the first stop, where my
youngest brother was taken into the first house. I silently watched through the window as
my other brother was led by the hand into the second house. When we finally pulled up to
the house where I would be staying, I walked through the front door and was greeted by a
typical-looking mom,dad, and their three birth kids. In the weeks to come, it became
very apparent that, as a foster kid, my place in this family was different. I mean, I wasn’t
actually related to these people, so I guess that’s only natural. The parents took their three
actual kids shopping at department stores, while they used money provided by DCS to
shop for me at garage sales and goodwill. But at least I had clothes, I guess... I mean I
never really cared much. I m not shallow or anything. I did mind the punishments,
though. This one time, the whole family went out to eat at my favorite Italian restaurant,
and they left me in the car while they went in and ate. And they’d always remind me that
if I misbehaved too much they could just call up DCS and have me moved to a different
home. It s not like I really liked where I was, but I was used to my school and my
neighborhood, so I tried to be good and quiet at home... made some friends at school...
then got pregnant when I was 16. Like mother, like daughter, right?
Children all start game of tag. Then they all pull chairs into schoolformation and sit
All kids except Cody, who stepsforward, begin to chant:
Kids (one child at a time):
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3x1=3
3x2=6
3x3=9
3x4=12
3x5=15
...3x10=30
after doing times tables...
Ellie: Prepositions!

All:

aboard, about, above, across, after, against, along, among, around, as, at, before,
behind, below, beneath, beside, between, beyond, by, down, during, except, for,
from, in, like, near, of, off, on, over, past, since, than, through, toward, with,
within, without (Repeat quietly throughout Cody's monologue,fading out after
‘7Ve done alright on my own,

At some point during this, Cody begins story
Cody: I don’t even remember my birth parents. I was put in the system when I was still
in diapers. The first home I remember was a group home. I was one of twelve kids in the
home, which was run like a military camp. We had about three outfits each- solid colored
shirts and khakis. We woke up every morning at seven, tucked in our white cotton sheets
on our bunk beds, dressed, were taken to school, came home, did our assigned chores, did
our homework, and were sent to bed. We never saw movies, never went to parks, never
were given toys... But soon I was moved from that group home to a regular foster
home... and then another...and then another—I must have
been moved 8 or 9 times.
Warehoused by strangers. Some of the homes were alright I guess...it was obvious some
parents were in it for the money—you could tell when they never got you any clothes or
toys with the money DCS provides for that sort of thing. Others were super strict. Some
didn’t care what you did. They all had one thing in common—none wanted to keep me
longer than a couple years. Getting moved around so often made school tough... I was
always the new kid. Sometimes I was even moved twice in on year. Every school has a
different curriculum, every class operates in a different way,every teacher expects
something different from his or her students. So I had to repeat a few grades...and I was
always the problem kid. When I turned 18 I was still in high school and still in the foster
system, but when you’re 18 you’re no longer considered a minor so I dropped out of high
school and was released from the system... and I’ve done alright on my own. But you
know, I still can t help but think about my birth parents and all those foster homes I
passed through and wonder.
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All: Why didn't they want me?
Two children stand and sing '‘Lavender’s Blue”:
Lavender’s blue, dilly dilly,
Lavender’s green
When I am king, dilly dilly.
You shall be Queen
Who told you so, dilly dilly,
Who told you so?
‘Twas my own heart, dilly dilly.
That told me so

Jo reads, another actress can read Becky’s lines
Jo- “Becky started, and opened her eyes with a frightened gasp. She did not know she
had fallen asleep. She had only sat down for one moment and she felt the beautiful
glow and here she found herself staring in wild alarm at the wonderful pupil, who sat
perched quite near her, like a rose-colored fairy, with interested eyes. She sprang up and
clutched her cap. She felt it dangling over her ear, and tried wildly to put it straight. Oh,
she had got herself into trouble now with a vengeance! To have imprudently fallen asleep
on such a young lady’s chair! She would be turned out of doors without wages.‘Oh miss!
Oh miss!’ She stuttered, ‘I arst yer pordon, miss! Oh I do, miss!” ‘Don’t be frightened,’
she said, quite as if she had been speaking to a little girl like herself. ‘It doesn’t matter the
least bit.
I didn’t go to do it, miss,’ protested Becky. ‘It was the warm fire ■an me be in
so tired. It it wasn’t impertence!” Sara broke into a friendly little laugh, and put her
9

6

hand on her shoulder. ‘You were tired, you could not help it. You are not really awake
yet. Ain t ain’t yer angry, miss?’ she gasped. ‘Ain’t yer goin’ to tell the missus?’
‘No,’ cried Sara,‘Of course I am not. Why, we are just the same—I am only a little girl
like you. It’s just an accident that I am not you, and you are not me!”’ (A Little Princess,
p. 50-51)

EllieI ve always been afraid of the dark. Nighttime always meant the same thing— I’d
eat dinner, brush my teeth, and put on my nightgown, then go sit in the living room to
wait. My dad came home late from work.. .my mom stayed out of his way. He’d take off
his shoes, shovel down some food, then head to his room. After a few minutes, mom
would come over to me on the couch. She’d stand there for a minute, then say only, “Go
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on, your dad is waiting.” So I’d go into his room and shut the door,[silence. Ellie looks
down] In the mornings I’d be so tired. I’d get up and go to school, but it was hard to pay
attention in my classes, and sometimes I even fell asleep. My teachers often told my mom
they thought I might be sick.,.she just smiled. The years went by and our routine
continued...but my dad started keeping me in his room longer and longer. It got harder to
get up in the morning... until eventually I couldn’t get up anymore. Department of
Childrens’ services came to my house on charges of “truancy”. I guess they thought
something wasn’t right, cause they took me away right then. I was ten. They brought me
to a nice lady that had taken care of a lot of foster kids, and right away she brought me to
the doctor. The doctor said I’d been sexually abused...then he looked up with a little
smile on his face and said,“Now if you had been going to school like a good little girl,
your daddy wouldn’t have abused you.” The woman started yelling at him. In the car ride
on the way back to her house, she kept telling me it wasn’t my fault, nobody should have
to deal with that, that I was safe now. Few months later there was the trial... no jury,just
a judge. The judge sent me back to my mom and dad.
All sing “swing low sweet chariot":
Swing low, sweet chariot,
Cominfor to carry me home;
Swing low, sweet chariot
Comin'for to carry me home.
I looked over Jordan,
And what did I see,
Comin *for to carry me home?
A band ofangels comin after me,
Comin'for to carry me home.

Continue to sing/hum while Damien speaks
DamienOn some days I half expect to hear a knock at the door and be taken away to
another home...to another family who doesn’t really want me. I can still remember that
feeling- watching my foster family, wanting to love them and trust them as if I
belonged... all the while knowing they were just waiting for someone else to take me off
of their hands. You get used to seeing everything as temporary—family, friends, love,
acceptance, happiness. You get used to people giving up on you. You get used to being
abandoned,(pause)
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I had always told our social worker that I wanted to be a part of a big family...
and I remember the day she told
,
,
^
^^®re was a big family in another state that wanted to
opt me an my rother. I wouldn’t be the oldest...1 would have four older sisters and
an older brother. I wouldn’t have to be grown up anymore...wouldn’t have to take care of
myself or make sure there
, ,,
,
enough to eat. And no matter what I did, what I said, how
bad I was... they would never make me leave... it would be my “forever home”.

The children
speak thefollowing words/phrases, overlapping:
Disposable
Condemned
“Because I am a fairy nothing can hurt me or make me uncomfortable
Disposable
Warehoused
I ve never belonged to anybody, not really”
Adopted
Why didn’t they want me?
Disposable
“It’s just an accident that I
am not you, and you are not me!”
Forever Home.

amien [recording]- It s nice to stay with a family instead of leaving them and you’ll
stay with them forever. I’m Damien and I’m
seven, and I like to play soccer and I’m in
second grade, and I like to eat pizza.
Children standfacingforward. Lightsfade to black.
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Disposable Audition Sheet

Name
Cell#
Email

List any shows you are in this semester (including the film):

List any conflicts M-F 6:00-10:00pm

List any conflicts on Saturdays and Sundays

List ALL other conflicts (i.e. out of town trips, rush, etc.) between now and October 12,
exact dates please!

(Actors, don’t write below this line!)
Notes about Audition:
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:I DISPOSABLE ●
by Rachel Daniel
Director
Rachel Daniel

Stage Manager
Melissa McFeeters

Damien
Jake
Cody....
Jo
Amanda
Ellie

.Christian Green
Mackenzy Cade
...Bryce Slocumb
Kelly Barker
..Savannah Sirkel
Anna Donnell

*Playwright/Director's Note:
In the early stages of writing this play, I had the privilege of
speaking with Nancy Woodall-Holmes—president of the Tennessee
Advocacy Profram and foster parent to over 400 children. She told
me that no matter what you do, children in the foster system will
always feel disposable", but that there are still ways to help these
children realize their worth.
In addition to a huge need for loving foster and adoptive
parents, there are always needs witin the system for basic
possessions to give the children—backpacks, toiletries, scrapbooks,
etc. All donations received during this show will go toward filling
those needs.

Special Thanks:
Dr. Rhona Justice-Malloy, Michael Barnett, Jared Spears,
Neill Kelly, Karen and Greg Daniel, Damien, Josh, and Nancy
Woodall-Holmes.
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Disposable
A One-Act Play
by Rachel Daniel

Sunday, October^^
6pm and 8pm
Isom Hall room 2?

FREE Admission
’■'Donations accepted- all proceeds
will be used to fill needs of
children in the Foster System
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